ACTION FOR Bez 


THE TWO-OCEAN VICE FLEET 
OF MARIA COBHAM 


ILLINOIS 
"Have averaged 
over $50,000 
my first 3 years. 
Hatrs’ help make it possible” 
. М. Lyons, Chicago. 


IN THIS 


Booming Industry 


IN YOUR TOWN, too, there’s a real op- 
portunity right now for you to meet the 
growing demand for cleaning of costly 
carpets and upholstery . . . services for 
which homeowners are ready to pay good 
money. Old mechanical methods have 
proved to be harmful to fabrics, so the 
field is wide open with our exclusive, safe, 
scientific absorption method of cleaning. 
Have you investigated this opportunity? 
Thousands like those above have, and are 
now enjoying the financial security of their 
own business. Many have started part-time 
and so can you! 

This business is easy to learn, and quickly 
established. There's no overhead, no shop 
needed . . . you operate from your home 
and provide all services right in your cus- 
tomer's homes. 

We'll train you, show you the already- 
proved methods for operating and building 


"OWN A BUSINESS" COUPON 


|DURACLEAN CO., 


bs salesman will call. 


PIT 


(please print) 
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You, too, сап make 


BIG MONEY 


ve made as 


These Men are Building 


can't miss with 


SOUTH DAKOTA 
"Earned $1571 in a 


VIRGINIA CALIFORNIA single month. 
“My 10th year “Made as much Homeowners here 
and business as $347 on just have great need 
keeps growing. one job. You for our services"? ., 


L. Canaday, 


Bape nts Duraclean" .., Rapid City 
É'Roddy ` С. W.Morris, ARKANSAS 
Henpion. Sacramento. "Every person thinks 


of owning a 
business. I know of 
no other which can 

offer a man 

so much" .. 


E. Bailey, Hot Springe. 


lifetime Businesses! 


MINNESOTA “Averaging 
over $300 per month 
part-time. Nothing beats 

ing your own boss”... 

T. Mason, Winona. 


NEW YORK 
“National advertising 

is tops. One lead 

from Hqtrs' got me 3 jobs 
totaling $500”... 
T. Cook, Freeport. 
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your own business, and then we'll back 
you with 25 continuous services to help 
you grow. 

By starting now, you will be getting in on 
the GROUND FLOOR of a $750 million a 
year industry! Send coupon for complete 
details on a dealership in YOUR town. 


WE HELP YOU GROW 
Under our unique cooperative program, 
you are fully trained through a nearby 
dealer and at our 50-hour training school. 


detail dealership 


no salesmen 
will call. Clip and 
| mail coupon today. 


Send for FREE booklı 


0436 Duraclean Bldg., Deerfield, i". Free 16-page booklets 


| Please rush FREE 16-page booklets which detail how I may own nip 
my own business. I understand I am under no obligations and, Program. No obligations, 


6 WAYS TO MAKE MONEY 


You get exclusive use of unique ab- 
sorption process which cleans carpets 
and upholstery without harmful scrub- 
bing, soaking or shrinkage. It's ac- 
claimed by housewives, mfrs and backed 
by McCalls and Parents’ Seals. Five 
other profitable services are soil re- 
tarding, mothproofing, flame 
proofing, spotting and carpet re- 
pairing. Thus, on most jobs you mul- 
tiply profits. “Headquarters say gross 
$9.00 per hour. I gross up to $12.00. 
Many dealers I know do even better," 
says Dan Chilcott of N. Platte, Neb. 


You're kept up-to-date through monthly 
magazines, nat’! conventions, and at 
regional meetings where Hqtrs' staff come 
to you in your area. You're backed by nat'l 
advertising in consumer (McCalls, Parents', 
House & Garden, etc.) and trade maga- 
zines. Others of 25 continuous services 
which help assure your success include: 
Individual counseling (staff of specialists 
give you prompt, expert counsel), ad kits, 
folders, product development, plus others. 
"Staff at Hqtrs to the last man is the best 
friend I have in business. They're always 
willing to do everything possible to guide me 
10 even greater success." says J. Hoak of 
Charleroi, Pa. 

EASY TERMS Moderate payment estab- 
lishes your own business— pay balance from 
sales. We furnish machines, sales material 
and enough supplies to return your TOTAL 
investment. 


ONLY PROCESS TO WIN THESE HONORS 


WE Lig, 
„ * 


PROOF OF SUPERIORITY 


‘What Manufacturers Say 


“, , (Duraclean) stand- 
ards in keeping with 
service to which . . car- 
pets:and consumer are 
entitled.” —Avisco 
(American Viscose Corp) 


*. , superior to any- on-location 
process with which I’m familiar.” 
—President, Modern Tufting Co. 


“, , we approve this process . . in 
keeping with better service to Mrs. 
Housewife.” —Aldon Rug Mills 


и ши llc DURACLEAN CO, 0436 Duraclean Bidg, Deerfield, Ill. 


WHAT 
ALL 


AUTO MECHANICS 


WANT TO KNOW 


This Big Practical Book gives fu!l 
information, with working diagrams, 
covering the principles, construction, 


ignition, service and repair of mod- 
ern cars, trucks and buses. 
Diesel Engines, Hydramatic and 
Fluid Drives Fully Deu 
A complete guide 
of 1696 Pages, 
with over 1500 
Illustrations ff 
showing inside 
views working 
parts, with instruc- 
tions for service jobs. 
Completely up-to-the-minute! 
Priced at only $6. 
CIRCLE No. 1 IN COUPON 
HOW TO 
rx HOME APPLIANCES 
REFRIGERATORS TOASTERS IRONERS VACUUMS 
WASHERS DRYERS RANGES FREEZERS 
Many other GAS AND ELECTRIC APPLIANCES 
: Handy Reference for Electric & Gas Serv- 
icemen, Mechanics, Dealers and Home- 
owners. Explains clearly and simply how to 
locate troubles, how to test, reassemble and 
connect. Wiring diagrams. 1000 Facts. Easy 
to read. Answers ALL your questions, 864 
Pages. Illustrated. Only $6. 
CIRCLE No. 2 IN COUPON 
TELLS HOW TO 
ANSWER RADIO 
RADIO T.V. QUESTIONS 
SERVICE LIBRARY 
HERE 1$ LA „INFORMATION 
IN A HANDY R RADIO 
AND TELEVISION. "REPAIRMEN. 
SERVICEMEN AND STUDENTS 
‘TWO COMPLETE VOLUMES — 
1568 Pages — 1085 Illustrations and 
Diagrams. 1001 Important Facts and 
Figures on Modern T.V., Radio, 
Electronic Devices. INCLUDES 
TRANSISTORS & Transistors Cir- 
cuits, Rectifiers, Record Changers, 
P.A. Systems, Phonograph Pick-ups, 
F.M., Auto Radio, Short Wave, 


B principles, 
Construction, In- 
stallation, Opera- 
tion, min Trouble Shooting. How to 
[ne p Clear T.V. Pictures. Install 

rials, How to Test. Explains COLOR 
SYSTEMS, Methods of Conversion, Terms, 
etc. Includes Ultra High Frequency. Quick 
ready reference or use as a home study course. Only $8 for 


ОТН volumes. CIRCLE No. 3 IN COUPON 


KNOW YOUR TRUCK 


The TRUCK & TRACTOR GUIDE for Mechanics & 
Drivers, Foremen, Garagemen, Helpers, Owners, Trouble 
Shooters, Farmers, etc. ering Gas & Diesel Motor Prin- 


laintenance — Repair — Brakes — Serv- 
ice of all Parts. 1376 Pages. FULLY 
ILLUSTRATED. Index. Only $5. 


CIRCLE No. 5 IN COUPON 


PLUMBERS нь 


ITTERS GUIDES 


Practical Trade Assistant & Refer- 
ence Set. Explains in plain language 
and by clear illustrations, diagrams, 
Gr iphs and pictures the prin- 
modern plumb:ng practice 
g and Air Con- 
9624 Pages - 


CIRCLE No. 6 IN COUPON 


PAINTING & DECORATING MANUAL 


Inside Trade information on outside and inside work, how to 
mix paints, preparation of surfaces, paper nging, wood 
finishes, tools, synthetic paints, color (with color chart), 
spray equipment, costs, estimating, etc. A COMPLETE 
gode to easier, better painting and decorating. 464 Pages. 
ully Illustrated. Only $2. 
CIRCLE No. 7 IN COUPON 


7-DAY FREE EXAMINATION 


SEND NO MONEY – Pay the posman nothing! We are 
lad to send you any of the Audel Guides for absolutely 
REE examination in your own home. We take all the risks 

and leave all the decisions up to YOU. There i» no obliga- 

tion! If you decide to keep the books of your choice you may 

B. for — under our astounding easy-pay plan of only 

a mon 


THERE IS ALL YOU DO} 

LL (a nn —— 
IT'S EASY TO ORDER: In the No-Risk Mail Order 
Cou; at the right just draw a circle around the number 
of Audel Guides you want us to send you for FREE 
EXAMINATION We will send them to you at once to 
bp you build a brighter future by increasing your SKILL. 
or any reason at all you are not COMPLETELY satis- 
pin. return the books to us, and that will end the matter! 


NO STRINGS OR CATCHES TO THIS OFFER. 


THEO. AUDEL & CO. 


49 West 23rd Street, New York 10, N. Y. 


THE NEW ELECTRIC LIBRARY 


AND BUILDERS GUIDES 


PRACTICAL STOREHOUSE OF 
MODERN CONSTRUCTION IN- 
FORMATION (4 vol. set) for 
carpenters and all woodworkers. Ex- 
pen in easy language and by pro- 
use illustration principles, savanose, 
short cuts, trade secrets, all based 
on the NEWEST аи. 
Vol. 1—Tools, steel square, saw fil- 
ing, joinery, furniture, etc.; Vol. 2— 
Builders’ mathematics, drawing 
lans, specifications, estimates, etc.; 
ol 3—House and roof framing, 
laying out, foundations, etc.; Vol. 4 
—Doors, windows, stair building, 


A COMPLETE ENCYCLOPEDIA explaining in the 
simplest terms the fundamental principles, rules and appli- 
cations of applied electricity. 

A COMPLETE COLLEGE EDUCATIONI 
Fully illustrated with diagrams and sketches, calculations 
and tables for ready reference. Questions and answers. Trial 
tests for practice study and review. All based on the most; 
modern theory. 
Vol. 1—Principles and rules 
of electricity, magnetism, 
armatures, repairs. No. 15 


Vol. 2— Dynamos, DC Mo- 
tors, construction, installa- 
tion, maintenance, etc. No. 16 


Vol. 3— Testing instruments 
and tests, storage batter: 


tension, plans, code, etc. 
No. 21 


Vol. 8 iways, зі; 
MEE ie hentai C EET. .22 
Vol. 9—Radio, telephone, 
telegraph, television, motion 
pictures. No. 23 

Vol. 10 — Refrigeration, illu- 
mination, welding, x-ray, 


millwork, painting, etc. 4 vols. 1904 | constr. and repairs. No. 1 t | 
Pages, 3700 Illustrations. Whole set rens electrical ‘appliances, Index. 
only $8. Vol. 4— Alternating current, No. 24 
CIRCLE No. 8 IN COUPON | Power factor, alternators, | 7,000 fully illustrated pages. 
transformers. No. 1 Priced at only $20 for the 
Vol. 5— A.C. Motors, wind. | ENTIRE SET. Also sold indi- 
P R A Cc T І С А L E L E [e] T R ICI T Y ings, maintenance,converters, vidually for $2 each. 


switches, fuses, etc. No. 19 


Vol. 6 — Relays, condensers, 
regulators, rectifiers, meters, 
switchboards, etc. No. 20 


Vol. 7— Wiring, house light E 
and power, circuits, high 


ALL TYPES OF BLUEPRINT READING 


How to read scales, the standard symbols, detail and assem- 
bly prints, working drawings, short cuts, hel; and 
suggestions. THE MAN WHO CAN READ BLUEPRINTS 
IS IN LINE FOR A BETTER JOB. This book gives you 
the secret language, step by step in easy stages. 448 Pages, 
Very Fully Illustrated. Priced at $3. 

CIRCLE No. 25 IN COUPON 


MASONS 


& BUILDERS GUIDES 


A PRACTICAL ILLUSTRATE 
VOL. SET-Explaining in ck 

ple language and profuse illu: 
principles, advances, short cu! 
secrets, based on modern practice — 
including how to figure and calculate 

—Brick work, bric! ing. bondini 

Brick foundation: ‘arches, tile setting, estimating. Vol. 3— 
Concrete mixing, placing forms, reinforced stucco. Vol. 4 
—Plastering, stone masonry, steel construction, blueprints. 
4 Vols. 1440 Pages. 2067 Illustrations. Complete "Set only $8. 


CIRCLE No. 26 IN COUPON 


ELECTRIC MOTORS 


THIS GUIDE covers the construction, hook- 
ups, control, maintenance and trouble shoot- 
ing of all types of motors. Includes armature 
winding. Explains entire subject in great de- 
tail in simple language. Over 1056 Pages of 
information. 617 Diagrams. All types of motors fully illus- 
trated and indexed for ready reference. Priced at only $5. 
CIRCLE No. 27 IN COUPON 


OIL BURNERS . 


New, complete, explaining in detail both 
domestic and industrial oil burners. In- 
cludes electrical hook-ups and wiring dia- 
grams. Fully covering the theory, con- 


A COMPLETE HANDBOOK Quick, simplified, ready ref- 
erence. Complete instruction and practical information on 
the rules and laws of electricity- Maintenance of Machinery 
—A.C. and D.C. Motors— Armatures — Wiring Diagrams — 
House Lighting — Power Wiring — Meters — Batteries —Тгапз- 
formers—etc. Simple to understand. 1520 Pages. 2600 Illus- 
trations. Priced at $5. 
CIRCLE No. 4 IN COUPON 


не: DIESEL 


ALL THERE IS TO KNOW ABOUT MODERN DIESEL 

ENGINES-Basic principles, starting valves, timi fue! 

pumps, fuel ction compressor, air compressors, pi: aan 

cylinders, lu ion, cooling systems, etc. Answers on oper- 

ation, calculations. 640 Pages. Fully Illustrated. Priced $3. 
CIRCLE No. 9 IN COUPON 


WELDERS GUIDES" Electric, Oxy-acet- 
ylene, Thermit, Unionmelt 
welding for sheet metal, spot and pipe welds, pressure ves- 
sels and aluminum, copper, brass, bronze and other metals. 
Airplane work, surface hardening, hard facing; cutting, 
brazing, etc. 608 Pages. Fully Illustrated. Only $. 
CIRCLE No. 10 IN COUPON 


MATHEMATICS MADE EASY 


A COMPLETE HOME STUDY COURSE- 
Starting with the first principles of arithmetic, 
advancing step by step through the various 
stages'of mathematics, including the rules and 
calculations for mechanical and electrical 
problems. New EASY correct methods. In- 
cludes plane and solid geometry, trigonometry, algebra, cal- 
culus, etc. Practical tests, reference tables and data. How to 
use slide rule. 752 Pages. 550 Illustrations. Priced at only $3. 
CIRCLE No. 11 IN COUPON 


NEW MACHINISTS 
AND TOOLMAKERS 
HANDBOOK 


MODERN MACHINE SHOP PRACTICE-5 PRACTICAL 
BOOKS IN ONE. New from cover to cover. Tells how to 
set up and operate lathes, screw and milling machines, 


t 


га rs, drill presses and all other machine tools. А СОМ. struction, installation, operation, testing, 
TE INSTRUCTOR AND REFERENCE BOOK. 1728 | servicing and repair of all equipment. In- 
Pese. Fully Illustrated. Priced at only $6. dexed for ready reference. Over 416 


Pages. 320 Illustrations and Diagrams. 
Only $2. 
CIRCLE No. 28 IN COUPON 


ADDITIONAL IMPORTANT TITLES 


The following Audel Guides are all the best in their fields, 
written in clear simple ion, all lavishly illustrated. Circle 
the numbers wanted in the MAIL ORDER COUPON below. 
All books are sent for FREE EXAMINATION. 


CIRCLE No. 12 IN COUPON 


WIRING DIAGRAMS 


This book gives the practical facts on wiring of electrical 
apparatus. It explains clearly and SIMPLY how to wire 
apparatus for all fields of electricity. Each diagram is com- 
plete and self-explaining. Know your HOOK-UPS! 304 
Pages. Illustrated. Only $2. 


CIRCLE No. 13 IN COUPON No.29 SHEET METAL PATTERN LAYOUTS. 1152 Pages. .$7.50 

SHEET METAL WORKERS HANDY BOOK. 
REFRIGERATION & TA 18 
Мо. 31 MECHANICAL DRAWING GUIDE. 192 Pages... 2.00 

AIR CONDITIONING No. 32 MECHANICAL DRAWING AND DESIGN. 
480 Pages .. 3.00 
ic princi No. 34 ELECTRICIANS: EXAMINATIONS" 272 : 200 

JR т lo. 34 MINATIONS. 272 Pages... 2. 

servicing S ODSraton, repa No.35 ELECTRIC POWER CALCULATIONS. Page 480... 3.00 
Po RO geration No. 36 ELECTRIC DICTIONARY. 9000 Terms 3.00 
ERIS EA No.37 POWER PLANT ENGINEERS GUIDE. 1568 Pages. 5.00 
Sus d irum CINCO UU EC USE 
pletely up-to-date. 1360 Pages. Fully Illustrated and | №: В Book Set. .12.00 
Я ur to date. 130 ge No.40 PUMPS, FS, HYDRAULICS AND AIR COMPRESSORS. Es 
CIRCLE No. 14 IN COUPON No.41 HOUSE HEATING GUIDE. i006 Pag 1 500 


MAIL THIS NO-RISK COUPON TODAY! 


| THEO. AUDEL & CO. — Self Improvement Publishers Since 1879 — CA-5 1 43-6. i 
| 49 W. 23rd Street, New York 10, N. Y. і 
| Please mail me for 7 days’ FREE EXAMINATION the books I have circled at right. 7 8 9 10 11 | 
I I agree to mail $2 in 7 days on each book or set ordered, and to further mail $2 a 
1 month on each book or set ordered until I have paid the purchase price, plus shipping 12 13 14 15 16 | 
1 costs. If I am not completely satisfied with my Audel Guides І may return them. | 
I 17 18 19 20 21 1 
| NAM | 
| 22 123 24 15 26 | 
ADDRESS. і 
| 27 28 29 30 з | 
OCCUPATION | 
1 
i SAVE SHIPPING COSTS! Check here if you enclose complete pay- 38 39 40 41 ! 


ment with order. We pay postage charges. You have same return privilege. 
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THE SIGN OF GREAT READING! LOOK 
FOR THIS DIAMOND ON THE COVER OF 
YOUR FAVORITE ADVENTURE MAGAZINES 


CONTENTS 
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Korea's strangest behind-enemy-lines ordeal. 


LUCKY MILLER'S WOMEN-OF-ALL-NATIONS SPY MACHINE...... ‚Don Mooney 12 
He was perfect for the job—the girls liked him, the Allies needed him and the Japs hated him. 


... THIS IS THE SKIPPER . . . STAND BY TO SCUTTLE SUB . 
William 'C. Chambliss 16 


After Pearl Harbor, with the Pacific Fleet almost a myth, oy a handful of subs stood 
between Australia and invasion from the Far East. 


"| MURDERED THEM ALL—BUT CAN YOU PROVE IT?”.................. Carl Evans 18 


Scotland Yard was completely roadblocked by the gentleman killer who left no corpses. 


THE TWO-OCEAN VICE FLEET OF MARIA СОВНАМ...................... Ken Jones 32 


From the moment she walked aboard the Jolly Companions, every ship doubled its watches. 
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Learn at Home srir nne 


A HIGHLY 
==, RESPECTED TRADE— 
START SOON TO 
^ EARN EXTRA MONEY 
IN SPARE TIME 


to Fix 


IN YOUR 


Electrical Appliances 


To build a better future, get into a field where there’s 
much important work and thesecurity that comes from 
knowing a good trade. Servicing electrical appliances 
offers that OPPORTUNITY Every wired home has 
many electrical appliances and millions and millions of 
new appliances are sold every year. Owners pay well to 
keep them in repair. That’s making a fast-growing need 
for trained men. 


Add To Your Income Starting Soon 
Need For Service Technicians Increasing 


Make extra money in your spare time. Start soon to 
fix electric toasters, fans, clocks, vacuum cleaners, and 
other electric appliances for your neighbors and 
friends. Work in your basement, garage or spare room. 
It’s easy to increase your earning power—to pay for 
your training many times over—to have extra money 
to buy things you need. 


Learn and Earn with Multi-Use 
Tester Built with Parts We Send 


This course includes the parts to build a portable, sturdy 
Appliance Tester that helps you locate electrical defects 
quickly and easily. You use it to learn and do actual 
electrical appliance repair jobs. If you want better pay 
learn this good trade. No need to give up your present 


job. You can train at home in your spare time for only 
$3.00 down and $6.00 a month. A small price to pay for 
increased earnings, a more secure future. Paste coupon 
below on a8¢ postal or mail in envelope for free book and 
sample lesson. Address National Radio Institute, Dept. 
X6E0 , Washington 16, D. С, 


MAILING THIS 


COUPON MAY START 
YOU TO SUCCESS 


LESSON AND BOOK 


FREE 


NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Dept. X6E0, Washington16, D. 


cl 
Please send me Electric Appliance Training lesson and book | 


free. (No salesman will call.) | 
i мае. Асал | 
| Address 


L ACCREDITED MEMBER NATIONAL HOME STUDY COUNCIL 
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A storekeeper was complaining to 
his friend about business. “Days can 
go by and a customer doesn’t come 
in,” he lamented. “The overhead is 
tremendous. I lose money every week." 

"Why do you stay in business if 
it’s so bad?" asked the sympathetic 
friend. 

"A man has to make a living some- 
how." 


ооо 
The ROTC student іп charge of 
the drill was marching his men 


around the field, rather uncertain of 
the proper commands. When he found 
himself and his men confronted by 
a huge fence, he didn't know quite 
what terms to use to get them around 
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it. He did some fast thinking and 
came up with, “Company dismissed 
for five minutes. Then fall in on the 
other side of the fence.” 


At the funeral of a well-known ef- 
ficiency expert, the spectators were 
amazed to see the coffin lid spring 
open and the efficiency expert sit up. 
He turned to one of the pallbearers 
and said, "If they put this thing on 
wheels, they could let four of you 
go." 

ооо 


A businessman was in some trouble 
and went to see his lawyer about it. 
But to make sure he wasn’t wasting 
his money, he said to the lawyer, “ГИ 


"| can marry any man in the house!” 


tell you the facts and then if you feel 
there are grounds for legal action, 
I'll pay you." 

The lawyer agreed and the busi- 
nessman went on to explain the facts 
of the case. 

After hearing him out, the lawyer 
said, “The case is absolutely airtight. 
Why, the other guy hasn't a leg to 
stand on." He continued, “Му fees 
will be $50, and if you wish, ГИ start 
proceedings the very first thing to- 
morrow.” 

“In that case, I don’t think I'll pay 


\ Љу not?" 
"Because I gave you the other guy's 
side of the story." 


The army cook had just whipped 
up orders of fried eggs for a mob of 
hungry soldiers. 

Wearied by his efforts, he sat down, 
yawned, lit a big fat cigar and wrote 
a letter to his sweetheart : 

"Darling," he began, “for the past 
three hours shells have been bursting 
all around me." 


The new office manager looked 
around and noticed that there were 
many typists in the office—too many. 
in fact, for the amount of work that 
had to be done. 

He asked one of the girls, "What 
is your usual complement ?" 

“Tt’s usually, ‘Hi, Sugar, you look 
beautiful today,' " she replied. 


At a canteen dance, an unhappy 
looking Private made this announce- 
ment: "Ladies and gentlemen, I have 
just lost my wallet containing one 
hundred dollars. To the person who 
finds it, I'll give ten dollars." 

A voice piped up from the rear, 
“ГИ give fifteen." 


PLEASE TURN TO PAGE 8 


"THEY TOLD ME 
I DIDN'T HAVE 
WHAT IT TAKES!" 


The words hurt. But deep down I knew what the boss 
was saying was true. 

“Sure you're a good man, Frank. You work hard. 
What we need, though, are men with special training. 
Job specialists who can come up with the right answers. 
Nowadays experience isn't enough." 

So there was the answer. Why other younger men 
were moving ahead, earning pay raises, getting the good 
jobs. Why I was being left behind. 


I just didn’t have what it takes. 


You feel desperate at times like that. Family to 
support. Job to hold down. No chance for the future. 


Then I heard about I. C. S. How I. C. S. had helped 
others like me get the job training they needed to get 
ahead. Some even found new careers. 


I figured maybe I. C. S. could do the same for me. I 
clipped out the coupon from an I. C. S. ad and mailed 


For Real Job Security — Get an I. C. S. Diploma! 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 


BOX 25580C SCRANTON 15, PENNA. 


it in. The free career kit I received a few days later con- 
vinced me to sign up for a course. 


Things began to happen after that. The instruction 
was practical, down to earth. It seemed what I learned 
the night before I was able to apply on the job the 
next morning. 

Word got around I was taking an I. C. S. Course. 
My boss learned of it and three months later I got a 
raise. Six more months and I got another. Now I'm 
looking forward to a promotion. 

Once in a while I think back to the time the boss told 
me I didn't have what it takes. Makes me smile now. 
But still I thank my lucky stars for I. C. S. 


Maybe you will, too. 


Accredited Member, 
National Home Study Council 


ICS 


I. C. S., Scranton 15, Penna. 


(Partial list of 258 courses) 


Without cost or obligation, send me “HOW to SUCCEED" and the opportunity booklet about the field BEFORE which I have marked X (plus sample lesson): 


ARCHITECTURE 
and BUILDING 
CONSTRUCTION 

О Air Conditioning 

О Architecture 

О Arch. Drawing and 
Designing 

О Building ‘Contractor 

О Building Estimator 

О Carpenter Builder 

О Carpentry and Millwork 

О Carpenter Foreman 

О Heating 


AVIATIO 
O Aero-Engineering Technology 
„О Aircraft & Engine Mechanic 
BUSINESS 
О Accounting 
О Advertising 
О Business Administration 
О Business Management 
О Cost Accounting 
О Creative Salesmanship 
О Managing a Small Business 
О posin ME 
ublic Accountin 
О Painting Contractor B Purchasing kott 
O Plumbing D Salesmanship 
О Reading Arch. Blueprints [7 Salesmanship and 
Management 
О Traffic Management 
CHEMICAL 
О Analytical Chemistry 


ART 
О nid Art 
О Magazine Illus. 
О Show Card e 
Sign Letteri D Chemical Engineering 


О Sketching and Painting B Chem. Lab. Technician 
AUTOMOTIVE O Elements of Nuclear Energy 

О Auto О General Chemistry 

О Auto Body Rebuilding B Natural Gas Prod. and Trans. 
and Refinishing D Petroleum Prod. and Engr. 

О Auto Engine Tuneup О Professional Engineer (Chem) 

О Auto Technician О Pulp and Paper Making 


CIVIL 
ENGINEERING 

О Civil Engineering 

О Construction Engineering 

4 атау An (civil 
rofessional Engineer (Civi 

О Reading Struc. Blueprints E] Industrial Foremanship 

О Sanitary Engineer 

О Structural Engineering 

О Surveying and Mapping 
DRAFTING 

С Aircraft Drafting _ 

О Architectural Drafting 

О Drafting & Machine Design 

O Electrical Drafting 

О Mechanical Drafting 

О Sheet Metal Drafting 

O Structural Drafting 


ELECTRICAL 
D Electrical Engineering 
D Elec. Engr. Technician 
О Elec. Light and Power 
О Practical Electrician 
О Practical Lineman 3 
Г] Professional Engineer (Elec) C Tool Design C Tool Making © Throwing 

HIGH SCHOOL 
D High School Diploma 


О Good English O Industrial Electronics 

O High School Mathematics О Practical Radio-TV Eng’r’g 

О High School Science О Practical Telephony 

O Short Story Writing О Radio-TV Servicing 
LEADERSHIP RAILROAD 

О Car Inspector and Air Brake 

О Diesel Electrician 

О Diesel Engr. and Fireman 

О Diesel Locomotive 


О Industrial Supervision 
О Personnel-Labor Relations 
О Supervision 
M сти ICAL 
an 
О Diesel Engines. DIESEL POWER 
О Gas-Elec. Welding C] Combustion Engineering 
О Industrial Engineering D Power Plant Engineer 
H inr AST Dental C] Stationary Diesel Engr. 
ndustria| аига: 
D in dustrial Sat > а O Stationary Fireman 
achine Shop Practice TEXTILE 
L] Mechanical Engineering i i 
О Professional Engineer (Mech) о рт em rene 


С] Quality Control tton Manufacture 
C Reading Shop Blueprints О Cotton Warping and Weaving 


О Refrigeration and H НН Dei uen 
Air Conditioning D Textile Finishing & Dyeing 


RADIO, TELEVISION 0 Warping and Weaving 
D General Electronics Tech. О Worsted Manufacturing 


ee А ome UE S, 


№ Ношгз — — — A.M. to P.M 
Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools, Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, 


Oceupation —— —— — — Сапада. . 


» . Special low monthly tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces. 


BETTER HAIR... 


Inactive thr u 
hair Body 

x Chemistry 
US here 2 not there Research scientists have shown that 


these substances can stimulate the 
growth of hair even when used sepa- 
Combined 
proved Cy-B-7 formula, 


benefitted thousands of hair-loss 


Every hair that ever grew on the 
head of any man or woman, got 
every particle of its substance in 
only one way — from the blood 
stream. Massage of the scalp will 
usually increase the circulation of 
blood there. But this means more 
hair only if the blood stream is 
carrying the right hair-building ma- 
terials. 

Two kinds of hair-building ma- 

terials are now known. 
(1) Hair Foods, such as cysteine, and 
(2). Controllers of the Hair Foods— 
organic catalysts, formed from cer- 
tain vitamins, iodine, etc. 

The new Cy-B-7 formula contains 
both kinds: in fact it has almost the 
entire list (except sex hormones) of 
the most important hair-building 
substances known today. 


rately.* in the new im- 


they have 


people — some slightly, some marked- 
ly, some really spectacularly. 


Users of this natural method of hair 
improvement, BOTH MEN AND WOMEN, 
have reported one or more of these bene- 
fits, generally within one to three months: 
(1) New hair on bald or thin areas. 

(2) Faster growth of hair. 

(3) More "life" (slight coarsening) in hair 
that had become too fine. 

(4) Prompt reduction of falling hair. 

(5) Increased waviness for those who al- 
ready had some tendency toward a 
wave. 

(6) Feeling of well-being, livelier health 
and energy. 


NO TROUBLESOME, TIME-CONSUMING ROUTINE NO EXPENSIVE OFFICE CALLS 


Your own family need not know the special potency 


of your vitamin-plus capsules, unless You tell them. 
STOP THAT BALDING TREND NOW BEFORE IT GETS MORE SERIOUS! 


*References: Taken from the published research 
papers on the growth of hair caused by these 
ingredients—reports with exact page references 
from aria opica Reviews, Science, Journal of 
Biological Chemistry and other technical journals 
will be given free with each order along with 
further suggestions for care of hair, and what 
vitamins to avoid. 


Dr. E. F. Barrows, member of the science 
staff at one of the Oregon state colleges, 
is the originator of the Cy-B-7 formula. 


Our formula and labels are accepted by 
U.S. and Canadian fed-ral 
inter-state and international commerce. 


authorities for 


Guarantee: Although we cannot yet promise 
greater hair growth to every user of Cy-B-7, 
we do guarantee that if for any reason you 
are not fully satisfied with your very first 


To avoid any possible embarassment 
to users of Cy-B-7, all our bottles, 
letters and packages are without 


bottleful, you may, within one year of pur- 
chase, return the empty bottle and we will 
promptly refund your money. We have great 
confidence in our product. 


outside indication that Cy-B-7 is for 


improving hair. 


BASIC REMEDIES, 140 N. Echols St., Dept. GA-91, 
Monmouth, Oregon 


Rush new-formula Cy-B-7 capsules to me immediately, under your full-year guarantee of satisfaction as 
advertised. 


у Мы 


С И Е Be — State 


0 Enclosed find $5.85 for 110 new-formula Cy-B-7 
capsules, nearly 2 months' supply. No charge .O.D., 
them. 
orders.) 

О Be sure to send with my order your FREE sug- 
gestions for care of hair, advice on which vita- 
mins to avoid, and reports from the technical 
journals. 


postman $4.85 plus postal charges. (No foreign 

< as Post Office is not allowed to handle 

for postage. Full payment is enclosed with foreign 

[] Enclosed find $10 for 220 capsules, nearly 4 
months' supply. Special offer. No charge for 
postage. 


О Enclosed find $1.00 — send C.O.D. 1 will pay 
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GAG LINE 


continued from page 6 


A traveling salesman checked in at 
a hotel and said to the man at the 
desk, “ГА like room service, please. 
After I've had a chance to wash up, I 
want you to send up a very good 
steak, some very fine wine, et cetera, 
et cetera, et cetera." 

About twenty minutes later, there 
was a discreet tap at the salesman's 
door. He opened it and there stood a 
waiter wheeling a cart followed by 
three beautiful girls. 

"Here, sir," said the waiter, “is 
your dinner, and here is your wine. 

"Who are the three girls?" asked 
the salesman. 

“These are the three et ceteras." 


ооо 


“Does your husband worry about 
the grocery bills ?" 

“No. There's no point in both him 
and the grocer worrying about them." 


ооо 


There was one farm in Oklahoma 
that had so much oil that when the 
farmer planted potatoes, they came 
up French fried. 


An architect advertised for a secre- 
tary. The first girl to answer the ad 
was a pretty blonde. 

The architect asked her if she could 
read a blueprint. 

“Tf it's in English," she replied. 


Boss to his secretary: "Well, have 
you entertained my proposition ?" 

Secretary: “No, but your propo- 
sition entertained me." 


ооо 


A milkman was drafted into the 
army. His first letter home was ec- 
static. “This Army life is wonderful,” 
he wrote. “I can sleep till 5:30.” 


ооо 


John: "If you let me give you a 
kiss, it will be a feather in my cap.” 

Jane: “Stick around. You may 
wind up an Indian chief.” 


Are You 
“STANDING 


SUL” on your job? 


You can justify a real pay raise and a bet- 
ter position—by making one simple move 
—the move that opens the way to more 
earnings and promotions- practical training. 


If YOU are “standing still" on your 
job—no promotions—only token increases 
in pay—then you had better do some- 
thing about it. You know that if you are 
untrained, your chances of getting ahead 


SAME OLD 
JOB... 
SAME LOW 
PAY...? 


are slim. NOW IS THE TIME TO PREPARE. 


WILL RECOGNITION COME? 


The coupon below is for your convenience. Simply 
mark the program in which you are most interested, and 
mail at once. We'll send you, without obligation, free 


The only answer, as you know, is that success does come booklets describing that field together with the oppor- 
to the man or woman who is really trained. LaSalle has tunities and what you must know to be a success. 
provided the “key to success" for many thousands of 


ambitious people who have sought our training for more 


than fifty years. 


Getall the facts. Investigate the oppor- 
tunities in your chosen field. It costs you 
nothing to learn about LaSalle’s proven 
and tested accredited correspondence 
courses in the major fields of business. 
You can train right in the privacy of your 
own home, progressing at your own rate. 


You lose no time from work, and your 
instructors guide you every step along 
the way through our famous Practical 
Problem Method. Low cost—easy terms. 


Don’t let promotions pass you by—do 
something TODAY about your future. 


C 
EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


A CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTION 


417 So. Dearborn St. Dept. X680 Chicago 5, Ш. 


ACCREDITED MEMBER, NATIONAL HOME STUDY COUNCIL 


rn 


LA SALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, A Correspondence Institution 
417 South Dearborn Street, Dept. X680 Chicago 5, Illinois 
Please send me your booklet describing the program | have checked below: 


a 


О Modern Bookkeeping О Law of Contracts О Principles of Management 

О Basic Accounting . О Insurance Law О Psychology in Business 

О Practical Accounting О Claim Adjusting Law О Selling & Sales Management 

О Principles of Acctg. О Law for Trust Officers B Advertising and Marketing 
: й D Production Problems 

О Cost Accounting О Business Law I О Business Financing 

С Federal Income Tax О Business Law И О Credits and Collections 

D Accounting Systems О General Law О Office Management 

O Business Law С First Year Law О Managing Men 

О Auditing Procedure О American Law and O Accounting & Statistical 

О Controllership Procedure Control 

D CPA Training (LL.B. Degree! О Business Correspondence 


О Organization & 

: Reorganization 

О Legal Problems 

О Complete Business 
Management 


О Complete Accounting 


О Foremanship Training 


О Organization & Mgt. 
D Classification, Rates 


& Tariffs А 
о Transportation Agcy. О Basic Management 
Services $ O Production Management 
О Transportation Law & D Secretarial О Sales Management 
Regulation 2 O Advertising & Sales 
О Rate Making & Rate Promotion 
Cases О Financial Management 
О Complete Traffic & О Personnel Management 
Transportation О LaSalle Sales Training О Sales & Executive Training 
Мате... сноса ое ео ооо соо ооо оъ оов оос een een nee Аде.......... 


Address. а.а... ооо оо ково ово ооо ооо ооо оо юра оо ernennen ernennen anne 


ен 
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"Opened Door to Popularity” 


“I was able to play many pieces 
in a short time. Family and friends 
certainly an rised. Course opened 


door to ularity, wider circle of 
friends. ecenti entered amateur 
contest—won First Prize.'’—Peter 


H. Kozyra, Manitoba, Canada. 


THOUSANDS NOW PLAY 


who never thought they could! 


THIS FAMOUS WAY MAKES IT EASY AS A-B-C TO LEARN 


Calls Course “Fascinating” 


The lessons are so clearly ex- 
plained—that it makes a fascinat- 
ing study. The music is excellently 
chosen and the price is very rea- 


sonable. Takin, 
saves time an 
Brower, Napanock, 


the home course 
money too.—Del more 


—EVEN IF YOU DON'T KNOW A SINGLE NOTE NOW 


OU think it’s difficult to learn 

music? That’s what thousands 
of others have thought! Just like 
you, they longed to play some in- 
strument—the piano, accordion, 
violin, guitar, saxophone or some 
other favorite. But they denied 
themselves the pleasure—because 
they thought it took months and 
years of tedious study to learn! 


Learn in Spare Time at Home 

And then they made an amazing 
discovery! They learned about a 
wonderful way to learn music at 
home—without a private teacher— 
without tedious study—and in a 


sic-lovers are enjoying the thrill- 
ing satisfaction of creating their 
own music. They have found the 
key to good times, and popularity. 


Costs Only Few Cents a Lesson 


And that’s what you can do, 
right now. NO TEDIOUS PRAC- 
TICING OF BORING SCALES 
AND EXERCISES! Even if you 
don’ tknowa single note now, you’ll 
“start right in on pieces. ^ This 


builds up your skill and confidence і 


so rapidly that soon you’ll be able 


to play ALL your favorite songs і 


апа compositions by note. It’s all 
so clearly explained-so EASY to 


”’— Andrew 
Schneider, Hanna, Wrong: 


Course Inspires Music Circle 


Shown above is Miss Mildred 
Cade, of Houston, Texas. She and 
a number of her friends are so en- 
thusiastic about the U. S. School of 
Music's quick easy way oF learning 
that they’ve ALL taken it up. 


SEND FOR FREE BOOK 


surprisingly short time. They 
wrote to the U. S. SCHOOL OF 
MUSIC for the facts about this re- 
markable short-cut course. And 
the facts opened tneir eyes! They 
were amazed to find how easy it 
was to learn! 


1,000,000 Students! 
The result? Over 1,000,000 men 


Let us SHOW you why our way to learn music 
is so EASY—and so much fun! See for yourself 
why our course has been so successful for 62 
years. Mail the coupon below for our valuable 

36-page FREE BOOK. No obligation; no 

salesman will call on you. It can mean 

so much to you for the rest of your 

entire life—if you will mail the cou- 

pon TODAY! U. S. School of Music, 
e Studio 1735, Port Washington, N. Y. 
om (Special Reduced Prices om instru- 
bl menta.) 


understand-—that even children 
*catch on" at once. 


Stop Cheating Yourself x 
These Joys! 
Why not let this fa- p C 
mous home-study c da 
course bring the many \ 


pleasures of music in- 
to YOUR life? Popu- 


and women have taken up music at larity! New friends. V Чех : 4 ee ee 
home this simple A-B-C way. Now, Gay parties. Good Y » 9 1 WU. S. School of Music H 
all over the world, enthusiastic mu- times. Career. Extra \ > Ў Studio 1735, Port Washington, N. Ү. - 
money ... understand, X (1 instrument “checked i below, Please Р вока "me your free В 
Becomes Famous Band Leader | 2PPreciate, converse V Own Home.” NO. SALESMAN 15 TO CALI. UPON ME = 
about music. Learn > a О Plano Pip CiPiccalo 
heCh Musicof lives and compositions \ ~ W OGuitar Electronic. I Modern 
T a WREN I aui DI moderne And grent 5 Steel Guitar road Orsen Elementary 
j А iolin Harmony 
orchestra is enjoyed by masters.... Relax! Banish worries and Dem are Dee O Mandolin 
millions. He writes: “I frustrations. Satisfy self-expression, ElTrumpet: Cornet e iene E Testa E ngor, 


got my start with a U.S. 
chool Course. How easy 
it is to learn to read 


creative urge. Gain self-confidence. 


CHOOSE YOUR FAVORITE INSTRUMENT 

Now it's easy to learn—by note— 
Piano, Guitar, Piano Accordion, Violin, 
Steel Guitar, Mandolin, Trumpet, Cor- 
net, Saxophone, Tenor Banjo, Organ, 
Ukulele, Clarinet, Trombone, Flute, 
Piccolo, Modern Elementary Harmony. 
Write your choice in coupon. 


Do you have the instrument? ............. 


Mr. 
Mire. Pi... Arssansssssunses, 
Miss (Please 


Адагевв........................ 


notes and play ап 
instrument this 
*teach yourself' way! 
You did so much 
for me that I've en- 
rolled my two 
daughters." 


(Insert Zone Number, If Any) 


О If you are under 16 years of age check for Booklet A, 
Licensed by New York State Education Dept. 
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NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH 


To the Editor: 

Although I read / Made The 
$500,000 Tangier Spain Contraband 
Run (ACTION FOR MEN, Mar.) 
with a great deal of interest and even 
fascination, I wonder whether it is 
really ethical for any newspaperman 
to go to such lengths to get a story. 

Wouldn't it have been better for 
your author Clark Collins to report 
that a ship was leaving carrying con- 
traband material? The police could 
then have stepped in and confiscated 
the goods. After all, this black market 
material does the financial situation in 
Europe no good at all. 


Richard Lowenstein 
Brooklyn, New York 


> Well, it's a tricky situation. If you re- 
member, in the story the contrabandistas 
did not inform Mr. Collins of the ship's 
destination, and until the ship actually 
landed, there was nothing illegal. Sec- 
ondly, smuggling is almost an honored 
profession in that part of the world, and 
the chance of it being stamped out by 
officials on the payroll are very slight. 
Mr. Collins has written the truth; if 
authorities wish to do anything about it, 
they can or cannot. The old newspaper- 
man's slogan still holds: "Tell the truth 
and let the chips fall where they may." 


POOR WHITE GOD 


To the Editor: 

Iam in a position to verify the truth 
of We Found A Hidden Village Of 
Wild Inca Women (ACTION FOR 
MEN, Jan.). 

In the Kansas Penitentiary in the 
"305 I had as a cell mate the famous 
Indian high priest known as the 
"White God." 

The White God told me all about 


the gold hoard described in your story. 
He said its total value was around 30 
billion dollars. 

I thought it was only a fable, de- 
spite his absolute honesty in all other 
things and his devout faith in his re- 
ligion. However, I noticed that every 
time an Indian-supported candidate in 
some parts of South America runs for 
office he has fabulous and undisclosed 
financial backing. Also, in the great 
epidemic of 1956, expert medical men 
were flown in from all over the world. 
Again, finances were unlimited and 
their source unknown. 

I remember the White God saying, 
“I have billions at my disposal for the 
good of my people, but not one cent 
for my own use." I thought that he 
was surely lying, but now I see that 
he spoke the truth. 

Congratulations for uncovering the 
secret. 


A Reader 
Iola, Kansas 


} We hate to be doubting Thomases, 
but sure as we are about the existence 
of the treasure described by our author, 
Anthony Phair, we wonder about the 
White God. What was he doing in the 
pokie? And isn't 30 billion a little too 
much? You could elect an awful lot of 
politicians for that kind of loot. In the 
words of Eartha Kitt: beaucoup de loot. 


FIRST RATER OR TRAITOR? 


To the Editor: 

I just don't get it. How could the 
British let Johnny Eppler live (Belly 
Dancer Spy Boat, ACTION FOR 
MEN, Mar.) ? 

This turncoat was responsible for 
the death of good English fighting 
men. You can bet your last farthing 
that the Jerries didn’t reciprocate at 
all. 


TH E 
SQUAW ІХ 
BOX 


I thought shooting spies was com- 
mon practice. Why did they make him 
an exception ? 


Robert Lewis 
Monterey, Calif. 


b We think you have to distinguish be- 
tween a traitor and a spy before you ask 
that question. After all, Eppler was a 
German working for his country, right or 
wrong. As to the exact explanation, 
British Intelligence is quite mum on the 
subject. 


VERY FUNNY 


To the Editor: 

As I was reading The Laugh-It-Up 
Joy Girls At Hoaxer Hattie’s Place 
(ACTION FOR MEN, Mar.), I 
couldn’t help but think what a grade-A 
pain in the neck Harriet Wadlow must 
have been. 

What’s so funny about a practical 
joker? Usually they spend their whole 
lives annoying people with stupid, 
inane antics, and get sore as hornets 
if anyone ever plays a prank on them. 
It never fails: they can dish it out, 
but they can't take it. 

Really, she was as corny as a hot- 
foot or an exploding cigar. Give me 
the gracious madams like the Ever- 
leigh Sisters or Lulu White anytime. 
I wouldn't set foot in her nutty estab- 
lishment if you paid me. 

Boy, what a card. I bet she used to 
cut off ties at parties and put a lamp- 
shade on her head and dance. Ugh. She 


revolts me. 


Bob Shelton 
New York, New York 


b Each to his own taste, Mr. Shelton. 
Gathering from her ever-growing and 
returning clientele, she had them rolling 
in the aisles. 
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LUCKY MILLER'S 


WOMEN of 
ALL NATIONS 


SPY MACHINE 


By DON MOONEY 


Art by Jack Rickard 


An ex-convict, expert forger and suc- 
cessful blackmailer, he had every girl 
in town helping him to carry out the 


Allies’ 1000-1 mission against Japan. 


® IT WAS at the intersection of New Delhi's Feroz 
Shah Road and Makwahni Way that greasy little Mr. 
Gabruhindi, who had had his eye on the trim English girl 
strolling just ahead of him, got the idea that she could 
be picked up. 

Oblivious to the nervous perspiration rolling down his 
moon face, the squat Hindu trotted after Ellie Cates and 
said in his piping voice: 

“So sorry, mem-sahib, but you dropped your handker- 
chief. I hope it isn’t dirty.” 

From that moment on, he didn’t have a chance. In his 
own mind, the vain little printer had scored a great con- 

PLEASE TURN NEXT PAGE 


Between them, Miller and the girl worked. 
fast to cart the Indian off the premises. 


In the nightclubs of wartime New Delhi, Lucky met the world's most exotic women. 


During WW Il, when the Japanese 
were overrunning Asia, the Allies 
found Charles “Lucky” Miller (l.) in 
New Delhi. His criminal record at 
Scotland Yard was a mile long, but 
he possessed a skill hard to come 
by: forging bank notes. The British 
threatened him with a heavy jail 
sentence unless he helped them 
undermine Japanese morale by fake 
money and fake news. The man 
came through—not as a patriot, but 
as a hater, and Lucky had learned 
to hate the hard way. 


LUCKY MILLER 


quest which he attributed to his charm, 
suavity, and man-of-the-world ap- 
pearance. How was he to know that 
for two days his quarry had been 
stalking him? 

An hour later, Gabruhindi was of- 
fering some whiskey in his print shop 
to the slim and elegant English girl. 
She regarded him with the deference 
she might have paid to the Sahib Cary 
Grant or that other tall American of 
the cinema, the Sahib Gable, he 
thought. 

“It was good fortune that I was be- 
hind you when you dropped your 
handkerchief, dear lady," he babbled, 
trying to remember what his Holly- 
wood heroes would have said under 
similar circumstances. "Here, have 
another whiskey, very expensive, 
mem-sahib." 

"You Indian gentlemen are so gal- 
lant it just sweeps a girl off her feet," 


_ Ellie murmured archly, trying to over- 


come her revulsion and patting Mr. 
Gabruhindi's inky hand. Below in the 
alley, she heard the clink of metal on 
metal and her eyes, their lashes heavy 
with mascara, involuntarily looked to- 
ward the window. 

Was Lucky out there? 

If he was, he was damned clumsy 
to bump the ladder against a garbage 
can and give the whole show away. 
The printer might suspect something 
and kick her out of his shop. 

But the Indian laughed in his high- 
pitched way and said reassuringly: 
"It's the cats, just cats, mem-sahib. 
New Delhi is full of them. When peo- 
ple go without food, the cats have even 
less to eat. It is this war." 

His pudgy fingers were on her knee 
and moving cautiously up her thigh. 
The printer liked raw onions with his 
meals. The smell of the onions did 
nothing to enhance his meager charm. 

"How about some wireless music, 
chum? There's nothing like a nifty 
dance band to put a girl in the mood 
for fun," Ellie said brightly. 

He giggled and stood up, a real Mr. 
Five-by-Five. “He-hee! You are quite 
right, lady. We shall have a fine time 
dancing, and I know the bunny hug. 
Then you will share my room with me 
tonight, yes? I will buy you nylon 
stockings if you are kind to me." 

He busied himself with a German 
radio atop a type cabinet in a corner 
of the shop. Again she heard the clank 
of metal in the alley—louder this time. 
It was the aluminum ladder Lucky 
carried in his car, a collapsible but 
sturdy affair which was ideal for sec- 
ond-story jobs like this one. 


He was probably standing on it now, 
his head just below the grimy window 
of the printing shop. The girl knew 
she had to work fast. A man perched 
on a ladder in blacked-out New Delhi 
this autumn night in 1943 might-cause 
a trigger-happy policeman or air-raid 
warden to shoot first and ask questions 
later. 

Turning up the radio's volume, she 
sang loudly to cover any noise Miller 
might make outside. Mr. Gabruhindi 
shivered ecstatically. This was Life. 
He clasped the tall girl close as he at- 
tempted the bunny hug which a harlot 
from New York had taught him 15 
years before. 

Ellie looked around the shop and 
made mental notes. She towered six 
inches over Gabruhindi. At times she 
stifled an urge to slap him as his hand 
made sneaky little forays up her spine. 

“What’s in all those cases, chum?" 
she asked. 

"Nothing important, 
Just printer's type." 

“What kind ?" 

He faltered in his bouncy step now 
and seemed uneasy. “Мапу languages, 
lady. We print for everybody here. 
There's Hindi in those two cases . . . 
that’s Pathan ... English in that chest 
ekami Chinese: 

Ellie snuggled closer in his short 
arms and nodded at the one remaining 
case in a far corner. It was padlocked. 
"And that one must be where you 
keep your Japanese type, right?" 

The printer stopped dancing.as if 
she had pierced him with a sword. He 
looked at her with sudden hostility. “I 
do not understand, lady, I am loyal 
man. I do no printing for the Japanese 
here." 

But his protests were abruptly ter- 
minated when Ellie, still holding him 
in a dancing position, grabbed a type 
mallet with her free hand and brought 
it down with stunning force on Mr. 
Gabruhindi's beturbaned head. 

She pushed him away and the In- 
dian spun like a bloated, wound-up 
doll, then pitched forward and split 
his face on a cuspidor. He was a mess. 

Lucky Miller raised the window and 
climbed into the room. The Briton, a 
rather tall man with a fair complexion, 
enormously good-looking, whistled as 
he looked at the dead printer. He gave 
Ellie a peck on the cheek in approval. 

“Major Leamington said this bloke 
was one of the sharpest Jap agents," 
he said, picking up the mallet and wip- 
ing it clean of fingerprints. He stepped 
over the corpse and inspected the type 
cabinets. 

“Which of these has the Nip type 
fonts, Ellie? Did you find out? We've 
got to hurry." 

She pointed to the padlocked chest 


mem-sahib. 


and Miller, using a pistol with a si- 
lencer, shot off the hasp. He yanked 
the door open and gave a triumphant 
little grunt. "Come on, girl, help me 
lug these type trays down to the car, 
and let's take the man along. I would- 
n't want to be caught here with our 
friend as dead as last week's pickerel !" 

In wartime India, Mr. Charles 
"Lucky" Miller, an alumnus of Dart- 
moor, Pentonville and Wormwood 
Scrubbs jails, was the subject of al- 
most two full file drawers of reports 
and documents at Scotland Yard. 

New Delhi's more responsible citi- 
zens found him something of an ano- 
maly. 

While other Britons residing in In- 
dia went into uniform, did guard duty 
on the piers, became air-raid wardens 
or other functionaries, Lucky Miller 
continued his carefree existence in the 
various pubs, hotels and dives. He 
seemed wholly unperturbed by World 
War II which was raging at India's 
front door. 

In New Delhi, he published a small 
four-page sheet called the Asia Sport- 
ing World, a weekly he founded in 
1941 ostensibly to purvey bright chit- 
chat and news of the nightclub circuit. 
But with a limited circulation and top- 
heavy staff of four girl "reporters," 
the paper hardly paid Miller's over- 
head, much less the handsome profits 
which would be necessary to enable 
him to enjoy a sybaritic life in the 
midst of austerity. 

"He's a rotten, disgraceful blighter 
who should (Continued on page 36) 
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When the enemy stabbed Miller’s 
face, he hanged himself: he couldn’t 
bear life without his good looks. 


Thanks to the ex-crook’s propaganda tricks, the Japanese surrendered in droves. 
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"Loss of the Perch” by William C. Cham- 
bliss, © 1959, California National Pro- 
ductions, Jne., is a selection from the 
Signet book, THE SILENT SERVICE, based 
on the popular mationwide TV series. 


With three of her four Diesels gone and her engine room flooded, the patched and battered Perch limped to 


In the opening months of the war in the Pacific, 
our submariners contributed little in damage to the 
enemy but much to the lore of bravery which will 
forever attach to the men who went down into 
the sea alone and against hopeless odds. There 
were many such stories. The loss of the Perch is 
one of them. 


@ LIEUTENANT COMMANDER David A. 
Hurt had conned the submarine Perch many times 
through the channel from Cavite to Manila Bay and 
thence out to sea. He was doing it again. But this 
time it was different. He guided his ship delib- 
erately, cautiously through newly planted mine- 
fields hastily laid to protect the Navy Yard at 
Cavite from sneak attack. 


Hurt glanced briefly astern at the towering 
flames, punctuated by blasts of exploding ammu- 
nition, that consumed the bomb-wrecked Cavite 
Navy Yard. The skeletal outlines of cranes and 
the yard water tower leaned at drunken angles 
in their slow collapse as underpinnings melted in 
the searing heat. This was the night of December 
10, 1941, East Longitude Time, the second night 
of years of travail through which the Philippines 
were to endure Japanese attack and Japanese 
domination. In the night sky, Hurt could hear 
the drone of enemy bombers enjoying the im- 
munity they had earned when they caught most 
of the Air Corps planes on the ground hours after 
the news of Pearl Harbor had been broadcast 
to the world. 


'... this is the skipper— 


STAND BY 


SUB... 


The Pacific Fleet was reeling. The Air 
Corps was caught with its planes 
down. Only a thin line of subs stood 


between Australia and the Japanese. 


By WILLIAM C. CHAMBLISS 


From deck of Japanese ship, Perch’s crew watched her sink. 


as Japanese boats were sent to pick up her survivors. 


Swinging his gaze ahead once more, Hurt 
sighted a red buoy bobbing in the moderate waves 
of the seasonal northeast monsoon. As it passed 
close aboard on the port hand, Hurt bent over the 
gyro repeater on the bridge and swung the pelorus 
vanes to bear on the leaning water tower at Ca- 
vite. Satisfied that he had his ship’s position fixed, 
he leaned over the conning-tower hatch and called 
below to the helmsman: 

“Come left to zero five.” 

Obediently Perch answered the rudder. Hurt 
felt occasional droplets of spray flicked up to the 
bridge by the light chop splashing against the 
starboard side on the submarine’s new heading. 
Across the darkened surface of the bay he saw 
the flash of light buoys (Continued on page 56) 


“I MURDERED THEM ALL— 
BUT CAN YOU PROVE IT?” 


That was the challenge he tossed at Scotland Yard. And for a while it looked 


as if the gentleman killer who left no corpses was going to talk his way out. 


Pouring sulphuric acid into the vat, Haigh turned 
to look at the woman stretchéd out on the crates. 


Art by Julian Paul 


By CARL EVANS 


@ SHORTLY AFTER 4 P.M. on February 18, 1949, a 
fairly young man and an older woman stood talking in 
the front office of a storehouse on Leopold Road in 
Crawley, a drab town midway between London and the 
famous seaside resort of Brighton. The man, pleasant- 
faced and exceptionally well-dressed, pointed to a table 
on which were piled some chemically treated papers 
and a drinking glass. 

“Take a look at those papers,” he said. “See if they'll 
do." 


The woman went to the table, her back turned to her 
companion. As she fingered the papers, he reached into 
the top drawer of a nearby desk and took out an Enfield 
.36 revolver. Coming up behind her, he put the gun to 
her head and fired once. 

As she fell, her murderer held out his hands to catch 
the body and ease it back onto the table, where the legs 
dangled lifelessly. Then, with swift, sure movements, he 
put down the revolver, pulled a penknife from his 
pocket, and, with his free hand, seized the woman's 
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"| MURDERED THEM ALL" 


black hair and pulled her head back. Into the arched 
neck he plunged the knife, twisting the blade once be- 
fore withdrawing it. 

Blood leaked out, pumped feebly by the spasms of a 
dying heart. The murderer, taking the glass from the 
table, held it close to the gaping wound in the throat and 
waited silently and patiently until he had the last drop 
of blood the body would yield. 

Then he slowly sipped the warm red blood. Once he 
pursed his lips and nodded, like a wine taster approving 
a new vintage. 

After that his movements became brisk again. He 
stripped the woman of her black astrakhan coat. a brass 
crucifix on a chain around her neck, two rings, pearl 
earrings, and an emerald and diamond snap. With a 
pair of shears, he cut off her clothes and put these in a 
separate pile. Finally he slung the naked body over his 
shoulder and walked the length of the empty, isolated 
storehouse to where a 45-gallon tank stood against the 
rear wall. Into this he dumped the corpse. 

He then went out to his car and drove a short distance 
into town for tea. Refreshed, he returned to the store- 
house to complete his work. With a stirrup pump, he 
transferred some sulphuric acid from a large carboy— 
a special bottle encased in wickerwork to protect it 
against breakage—into the tank that now contained the 
dead woman's body. He also tossed into the tank his 
victim's clothes, her red plastic handbag—from which 
he had taken a fountain pen and 30 shillings—and other 
odds and ends he wanted to destroy. 

After dining that night at the George Hotel in Craw- 
ley, he drove home to London and slept soundly. 


Two days later, Mrs. Edith Lane and Mr. John George 
Haigh appeared at the Chelsea police station to report 
the disappearance of their mutual friend, Mrs. Olive 
Durand-Deacon. All three lived in the Onslow Court 
Hotel in the South Kensington section of London. 

“I saw Olive Friday morning," explained Mrs. Lane, 
*and she said she had an appointment that afternoon 
with Mr. Haigh. And now it's three days later, and 
neither of us knows what has happened to her." 

“That’s right," agreed Haigh, frowning. "We were 
to meet Friday at half past two in front of the Army 
and Navy stores. I waited until 3:35, and then I had to 
attend to other affairs. Next day I asked Mrs. Lane 
if she knew what had gone wrong, but she had no idea 
at all. When Sunday went by without word from Mrs. 
Durand-Deacon, I thought it was high time to go to the 
police." 

Statements were taken from both witnesses, along 
with a description of Mrs. Durand-Deacon. When Mrs. 
Lane had last seen her, she was wearing a black astrakhan 
coat, black hat and carried a red plastic handbag. These 
details were reported by phone to the information room 
at Scotland Yard. They were then relayed over the tele- 
printer network to every district, divisional and subdi- 
visional station. 

Responsibility for the case, however, remained with 
*B" Division, where it had originated, since London's 
metropolitan police do not have a special unit to handle 
the problem of missing persons. Policewoman Jennifer 
Lambourne was assigned to make the usual routine in- 
quiries. She wasted no time. Hours after Haigh and Mrs. 
Lane had filed their report at the Chelsea station, Police- 
woman Lambourne was probing into the matter. 

She spoke to four people: the manager of the Onslow 
Court Hotel; Mrs. Durand-Deacon's sister, Emily ; Mrs. 
Lane and John George Haigh. When the day was over, 
Policewoman Lambourne told Divisional Detective In- 
spector Gerald Rogers that she was certain something was 


Charged with murdering the wealthy widow, Mrs. Durand-Deacon, John Haigh (center, in rear of car) was driven off by police. 
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wrong. She could not put her finger on anything specific, 
but she felt that Haigh should be questioned further. 

Inspector Rogers interrogated the man the following 
day. Haigh was a short, dapper fellow of 38, with thin, 
black hair that he kept slicked down, heavy eyebrows, 
and a broad, closely trimmed mustache. He had even 
white teeth and a habit of displaying them by flashing 
smiles that had all the emotion of a blinking neon sign. 
Haigh held a responsible position—he was a director of 
Hurstlea Products Ltd. —and he had an excellent busi- 
ness reputation. 

He told Inspector Rogers essentially the same story 
that he had given to Policewoman Lambourne, except 
that he was now obliged to state precisely what he had 
done throughout the afternoon and evening of February 
18. Haigh said that, after waiting for Mrs. Durand- 
Deacon, he had gone alone to inspect some of his com- 
pany’s merchandise which had been stored in the Hurst- 
lea warehouse at Crawley. 

At Inspector Rogers’ request, forwarded through 
channels to the West Sussex Constabulary, Detective 
Sergeant Lloyd Perkins went to the warehouse and 
combed it thoroughly. He found, among other things, 
three huge jars of sulphuric acid, a leather attache case, 
and a large leather hatbox marked H. In the hatbox were 
an Enfield .36 revolver, eight rounds of ammunition, and 
legal papers in the names of Mrs. Rosalie Mary Hender- 
son, Dr. Archibald Henderson, Donald McSwan, Wil- 
liam Donald McSwan and Amy B. S. McSwan. In a i Е 
ration book, tucked away in the attache case, was a B 
receipt dated February 19 from the Cottage Cleaners, E 


in the city of Reigate, midway between Crawley and When the dapper-looking young criminal was brought to trial, 


London. The receipt proved to be for a black Persian, he was certain he'd be acquitted on a plea of legal insanity. 
or astrakhan, lamb coat. 

Meanwhile, as a result of newspaper stories on the 
disappearance of Mrs. Durand-Deacon, a pawnbroker in 
the town of Horsham, not far from Crawley, reported 
that a man had left some expen- (Continued on page 52) 
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In the small factory yard at Crawley, Sussex, he disposed of But he was proved guilty of killing Mrs. Deacon, and crowds 
five other persons, in a manner that shocked all of England. besieged Wandsworth prison gates for news of his execution. 
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FINAL SURRENDER PLUS 15 YEARS 


BINGLE, BANGLE, BUNGLE, THEY 
DON'T WANT TO LEAVE 
THE JUNGLE 


MANILA — Japanese pop tunes 
drowned out the jungle birds on the 
Philippine island of Lubang recently 
as psychological warfare experts 
tried to persuade two hold-outs from 
World War II to go home. 

Since 1945, when U.S. marines 
took the island, two members of 
Japan's Imperial Army have been 
holed up in the jungle carrying on 
a stubborn guerrilla warfare cam- 
paign. The Filipinos claim that ten 
island fishermen have been killed 
in their 15-year reign of terror. 
Originally, there were three hold- 
outs, but the third man was killed in 
a skirmish with the natives. 

The embarrassed Japanese gov- 
ernment has tried repeatedly to per- 
suade its mavericks to give up. It 
went all out in its latest effort. For 
weeks, songs popular in Japan in 
1943 and messages from the men's 
relatives back home were broadcast 
over an amplifying system set up at 
the edge of the jungle. Hundreds of 
leaflets, pointing out patiently that 
the war was over and Japan was 
now at peace, were dropped. There 
‘was no response. 

Now the exasperated Philippine 
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government threatens to launch a 
postwar invasion of the island and 
make the enemy surrender—or else. 


OPERATION BIG SWITCH MAKES 
A NEW MAN OF OLD MAID 


PAOLISI, ITALY—A former house- 
maid, who underwent a sex change 
through surgery, left recently for a 
honeymoon with a childhood girl 
friend. 

Before the operations made a 
new man of him, he worked in 
Rome and Naples as a domestic. 
Afterwards, he got a job as a farm- 
hand near his hometown of Paolisi. 
He courted and won the hand of an 
eighteen-year-old maiden he had 
known when he was a young girl. 
Then before either one had a 
change of heart-or sex—they were 
married. 


WORKMEN ARE A DRAG DAD— 
DON'T DIG HOT-RODDER 


DETROIT-City workers, irked by a 
hotrodder driving across a play- 
ground they were working on, fixed 
a pit to teach him a lesson. The 
speedster made a habit of zooming 
across the field into a depression 
and then roaring out. But the work- 
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men soon came up with a solution. 
They filled the depression with sand 
and then covered it with dirt. 

The next time the hot-rodder bar- 
reled across it, he got stuck up to 
his axles. The workers then built 
a three-foot high wall of dirt around 
him. When they finished, they 
handed him a shovel and told him 
to dig himself out. 


BOBBIES BAG TWO BARMAIDS 
IN BASEMENT BLACKOUT 


LONDON-Following up a rumor 
that all was not as it should be at 
a certain basement club, the bob- 
bies sent around a policewoman 
amd a detective to investigate. After 
several evenings in the place, the 
pair reported back that the rumor 
was all too true. 

Not only was the management 
serving liquor illegally, they said, 
but the basic form of entertainment 
provided was the strip-tease—fre- 
quently of the Lazy Susan variety. 
Girls strolled around and invited the 
male club members to peel them. 
When each girl was down to a 
G-string, she parked herself on some 
gentleman's knee. Now and then, 
for a change of pace, a featured 
stripper did her own work—too well, 
the undercover cops thought. 

Acting on the information re- 


LAZY SUSAN STRIP 
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ceived, the police raided the joint. 
They got as far as the door when 
the lights went out. When the lights 
came back on again, the police 
bagged two barmaids—fully clothed 
—and 50 disgruntled club members, 
but no ecdysiasts. 

The cops arrested the manager 
anyway, for allowing liquor and 
"dancing" on the premises without 
a license. 


WOMAN'S SLIP CATCHES RING 
WITH PANTS DOWN 


ST. LOUIS—Members of a counter- 
feiting ring were taken into custody 
recently because the wife of one of 
the five men arrested took the wrong 
bill from her husband's pants pocket 
while he was sleeping. Secret Serv- 
ice agents had been stumped for a 
lead to the source of some $10,000 
in bogus bills passed for several 
weeks from Chicago to New Or- 
leans. The break came after the 
woman tried to pass a $5 bill taken 
from “her husband's trousers. She 
went shopping at a drygoods store 
and gave the merchant the bill. 
When he flipped it over, he saw it 
was blank. The woman took the bill 
back and left. Then the merchant 
called the police, who traced the 
woman. Raids here and in New Or- 
leans netted the five ring members. 


NON-TV WESTERN 
INVADES INDIA 


BOMBAY-An old-fashioned Ameri- 
can wild west range war broke out 
in the village of Gundi, 40 miles from 
here, when straying cattle trampled 
a crop ready for harvesting. 

Angry farmers took after the local 
cowboys with sticks and stones, 
sickles and guns. By the time police 
could be rushed in from nearby 
Ahmedabad to break it up, five men 
were dead, 40 wounded. 


KISS THE BOYS GOOD-BY 


HOT SHORE LEAVE PUTS 
NAVY IN COLD STORAGE 


JARROW, ENGLAND-Five hundred 
sailors are wondering what's hap- 
pened to the old Navy tradition of 
a girl in every port When two 
Venezuelan warships docked here 
for repairs, their crews were all set 
for a big time ashore. They got a 
warm reception from the ladies all 
right, but a hotter one from the town 
males. 

So many fights broke out between 
the navy men and their dates’ jeal- 
ous boyfriends that Commander 
Pablo Cohen finally canceled all 
shore leave for his men. 

The girls wrote the commander, 
begging him to change his mind, 
but he remained firm. The wistful 
maidens weren't giving up hope 
though: 

“We'll wait here on the docks 
every night," a pretty brunette said, 
"until the boys get ashore." 

As far as Commander Cohen 
was concerned, however, the Vene- 
zuelan Navy was through (tempo- 
rarily, anyway) with the mating 
game. 


TEACHER PATS MOM'S PET— 
BEATS QUICK RETREAT 


LAKE FOREST, FLA.—An angry 


mother took a sock at her 12-year- 
old son's teacher and wound up in 
jail for assault and battery. 

It all started when the pedagogue 
disciplined the boy with a paddle— 
once across the behind. Junior went 
home and squealed on him and 
Mama charged into the school- 
house, swinging. 

Rolling with the punches, the 
teacher retreated into the principal's 
office. In his absence, the lady took 
over his fifth-grade class, lecturing 
on just what she thought of the man 
until she ran out of steam. 

The school said later that the 
teacher was within his rights, pad- 


dling the boy, but Mama was defi- 
nitely out of bounds. 


D.A. OKAYS STRIP, 
PLACES BAN ON SIP 


LAS VEGAS, NEV.—Teen-age cho- 
tus girls in this night-life capital 
may get the gate as the result of 
a crackdown by the D.A.'s office. 
The objection is not to their appear- 
ing semi-nude in the resort hotels’ 
floor shows, as many of them do, 
but to their between-shows visits to 
the cocktail lounge. 

Mingling with the drinking, and 
paying, customers is part of a chorus : 
girl's job in several of the fun spots; 
but the D.A. has ordered the hotels 
to keep all of their under 21 chorines 
out of the bars from now on. Twenty- 
one is the legal drinking age in 
Nevada and until then, says the law, 
a bar is "no place for a minor" —with 
or without clothes. 


-—— 


GRINDS: NO—BUMPS: YES 


ZOO GETS ITS LUMPS 
OVER CAMEL HUMPS 


DALLAS, TEXAS-The director of 
the Dallas zoo came in for some 
criticism because the humps on a 
baby camel he sold to an east coast 
animal farm were sagging. The 
buyers protested in a letter to the 
director that the zoo should have 
bound up the humps before shipping 
the animal. ` 

. Consulting with experts on the 
subject, the director came up with a 
majority opinion that if a camel's 
humps are going to droop, they're 
going to droop, and there's nothing 
any zoo can do about it, not even a 
Texan zoo. 
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TRUE BOOK BONUS 


Exhausted, hungry and half-frozen, 
the two men swore to each other 


that they would never be taken alive. | 


Covered by Sawyer, Summersill looked through the window and 
saw six Chinese soldiers, unaware they were being observed. 


Art by Al Rossi 


"DEATH BEFORE CAPTURE" 


ESCAPE 


F LT. CLEM SUMMERSILL 


By CLAY BLAIR, JR. 


@ ON JANUARY 15, Captain Wayne 
Sawyer and Lieutenant Clinton Summersill 
were relaxing in their tents in South Korea 
enjoying a day off. They had flown 18 mis- 
sions in nine days and were tired. They had 
just finished a big chicken lunch and planned 
to spend the afternoon and evening over a 
bottle of brandy. These plans were abruptly 


From the book BEYOND COURAGE by Clay Blair, Jr. Copy- 
right 1959 by Clay Blair, Jr. Courtesy of David McKay Co., Inc. 


quashed when they received word from Opera- 
tions that they had been assigned to fly a “fill- 
in" mission for a T-6 crew that had been 
unable to report for duty. 

As he pulled on his heavy winter flying suit, 
Summersill stared at the unopened bottle of 
brandy. "Just our luck," he said to Sawyer. 

The two men arrived on the flight line at 
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After Mosquito planes released their smoke rockets to mark enemy ground targets, Navy Corsairs and AD’s went into attack. 


ESCAPE OF LT. SUMMERSILL 


12:30, and checked the Mosquito aircraft. Six smoke 
rockets were mounted under the wing. Summersill opened 
the baggage compartment and threw in his fleece-lined 
flying boots—which were much too big to wear while 
flying—slammed the door, and climbed up the wing into 
the forward cockpit. Sawyer crawled into the back cockpit 
and slid shut the "greenhouse" canopy. Summersill gunned 
the engine, and the silver plane bounced over the steel- 
mat taxi way to the end of the runway. Soon they were 
in the air and headed for the front near the thirty-seventh 
parallel. 

At two o'clock in the afternoon they arrived at the front, 
and via UHF radio the ground controller reported the 
situation : there were a large number of enemy troops fac- 
ing an equally large number of UN troops—mostly ROK's 
—along the front. A heavy firefight had been in progress 
all day. Word had been received that some 3,000 to 4,000 
Chinese Communists had been massing about eight miles 
behind the lines and were preparing a breakthrough. Could 
the Mosquito find the enemy troop concentration and then 
direct fighter-bombers toward it? 

Summersill flew toward the area where the Chinese 
troops were believed to-be massing. As he sped northward 
over no-man's land, he studied the terrain below. Jagged 
rocks and ridges, cut by deep ravines and canyons, poked 
skyward. Large patches of snow lay among huge boulders, 
on the floors and hillsides of the canyons. 

A few miles behind enemy lines, the T-6 was joined by 
a flight of 16 Navy Corsairs and attack planes (AD's). 
The fighters called Summersill via radio and asked for 
targets. Summersill explained the tactical situation and 
told them to stand by while they sought out the mass of 
enemy troops. The heavily armed planes climbed to a 
safe altitude—beyond enemy small-arms range—and 
circled lazily while Summersill pointed the T-6 toward 
the rugged earth below to look for the Chinese. 

Flying in and among the ridges and canyons required 
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great skill and constant attention. Sawyer did most of the 
looking. Suddenly, he shouted over the intercom, "There 
they are." 

Summersill banked the plane so that Sawyer could get 
a better view. Then once more, he started down. 

"Clem," called Sawyer, "they're shooting at us. We 
better get out of here." 

Summersill, now 200 feet from the ground, pushed the 
throttles to full power and banked sharply around a rocky 
cliff. Then Sawyer spoke again: 

"Clem. The manifold pressure's dropping." 

In spite of full.throttle, the engine was losing power and 
they were losing altitude fast. 

Summersill then realized he had flown into a blind, 
horseshoe-shaped canyon. He could not climb; he dared 
not turn around. In an instant he realized he would have 
to crash-land the T-6 on the rough floor of the canyon. 

He tried to glide as far from the Chinese troops as 
possible. But the plane dropped fast. Within seconds he 
was pulling back on the stick to dodge a huge boulder. The 
plane slid onto a large, upward sloping granite slab and 
skidded along for 100 feet. The belly tank ripped off and 
tumbled down the hillside, a mass of flames. Summersill's 
head smashed into the foam-rubber crash pad over the 
instrument panel. 

The plane came to a halt just short of a large rock. 
Summersill looked around. He saw Sawyer unfasten his 
safety belt and shoulder harness and climb up on the 
cockpit edge. With his parachute still strapped under his 
seat, Sawyer leaped into the snow, just forward of the 
leading edge of the wing. By then Summersill was fighting 
his way out of the cockpit. Blood flowed down over his 
eyes and blinded him. 

His parachute had somehow jammed. He was strug- 
gling to free it when he heard the flames crackling and 
felt the heat. He knew the plane was on fire and that he 
must get out quickly. From a distance, he heard Sawyer 
calling, “Clem, Clem .;. Get out... Get out.” 

Summersill unstrapped his parachute harness, grabbed 


- the first-aid kit, jumped down on the wing, and slid into 


the snow alongside Sawyer. He wiped the blood from his 
eyes and then he noticed Sawyer's left leg. It appeared to 


have been amputated or broken in the crash landing. 

Sawyer yelled, “My leg’s broken through the ice. It’s 
caught down between these rocks. Help me. Hurry ! We've 
got to get out of here before the plane blows." 

Wiping the blood from his face, Summersill knelt down 
in the snow and pulled on Sawyer's leg. He slipped and 
fell. Sawyer clutched his jacket, and the two men grunted, 
as they fumbled in the snow. 

"Get out of the parachute," Summersill said. 

Sawyer clawed his way out of the parachute harness. 
Summersill put his knee against the parachute pack, gave 
a mighty pull, and fell over backward as Sawyer's leg 
broke free from the trap. Water dripped from his trousers 
and boots; the hole into which he had slipped was a 
frozen-over puddle. His kneecap was badly injured. 

One of the smoke flares, ignited by the heat and gaso- 
line flames, whooshed over their heads. “Get out of here 
before we're killed!” Sawyer yelled. Both men got up and 
starting running, Sawyer dragging his chute. After a few 
feet, he dropped it in the snow. “To hell with it," he said. 
"We can't get it up the hillside anyway." 

The two men clambered over and around the huge 
boulders, stumbling and sliding on the slippery shale. 

"Where're we going?" Summersill asked. 

“Follow me," Sawyer said, “I think I see a good hiding 
place up on the side of the ridge." 

Sawyer had spotted a small group of trees covering a 
rock formation about halfway up the ridge. Now, as he 
plunged through the snow toward the spot, he could see 
that several of the rocks joined together to form a cave. 
Soon he was pushing his way inside. But the sloping 
ground was covered by a sheet of ice. Each time he crawled 
up, he slid back down. On the third try, he succeeded in 
pulling himself to the rear of the cave by his arms. He 
braced his feet splay-legged against two rocks. Then he 
extended a hand to Summersill. 

Summersill had wanted to be a pilot ever since he was 
a small boy. He'd had to overcome setbacks and delays 
for five years, but by 1948 he'd made it. 

When war broke out in Korea in June 1950, the 24-year- 
old fighter pilot was stationed in Japan, flying transports. 
In late December a job opened (Continued on page 39) 


In Walter Reed Hospital, Summersill was fitted with plastic 
feet, and became the first double amputee to stay in USAF. 
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SHE WAS 
DLU A 
ОЮН 
DAUGHTER 


Papa served with 


the Tsar, but she 


could melt the 


Red army if Mr. K. 


let her. Right 


now she’s French. 
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Yvonne Monlaur 


GENERAL’S DAUGHTER 


Sweet, blond 19, she likes vodka and furs. 


tz 


Without furs, she feels kind of undressed. 


She’s in TV and in the movies. It figures. 


ті 
be] 


Lu 


The Two-Ocean 


@ "GOLD! ВУ GOD, he's counting gold!” Spindly- 
shanked, lank-haired Eric Cobham pressed his eye closer 
to the crack in the door of room 303 on the upper floor 
of the Bradford House, Oxford, England; he shivered 
as he knelt in the drafty hall, and kept watching William 
Hayes, lodger. Mr. Hayes, unaware. of this onlooker, 
went methodically about his concerns. It was past mid- 
night, but despite the damp chill he was garbed only in a 
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Maria stood there, laughing cruelly, cutlass in hand, while 


long nightshirt which flapped below his knobby knees, 
and a peaked nightcap, the red tassle of which rested 
against his left shoulder. 

Hayes, a man of some means, had come to Oxford 
to purchase real estate. Now, in the still hours of early 
morning, and under the flicker of a candle flame, he sat 
at a small table beside his bed counting his treasure. It 
added up to 400 pounds in gold sovereigns. 


PLEASE TURN NEXT PAGE 


the young lieutenant was forced to take off all his clothes. 


Vice Flee by KEN JONES 
of Maria Cobham 


Everything on her ship was rotten—her crews, her killer methods and her hus- 


band. And before she was through, she was blacklisted in every port on earth. 


VICE FLEET ... 


She schemed like a man, brawled like a man, dressed 


act like a woman again, she found she couldn’t make 


Indecision was not one of Eric Cobham’s weak- 
nesses. After a brief career as smuggler and highway- 
man, interspersed by a sentence in infamous Newgate 
prison, he, too, had come to Oxford to make his for- 
tune. He’d taken a menial job at the Bradford. House 
because of the opportunities it offered for petty 
thievery around the inn. Hence he’d been prowling 
the wind-swept corridors on cat feet at an hour when 
guests might be expected to be abed, and hence he’d 
surprised old Bill Hayes counting his hoard. 


Knife drawn, Eric Cobham was peering through the door, 
ready to relieve Old Man Hayes of his hoard of gold. 


Loosening his knife in its sheath, the young man 
knocked gently on the door of room 303. Startled, old 
Mr. Hayes swept his gold pieces into a small, heavy 
bag which he pushed under a nearby piece of furniture 
for concealment. Then, hesitantly, he drew back the 
bolt of the door, opened it an inch, and whispered, 
"Who's there?" 

“Its only me, Mr. Hayes. I wanted to see if—” 
Eric Cobham uncoiled in the open doorway like a 
well-tempered spring. His left hand grabbed the old 
man's throat as he plunged a knife into his heart. 
With a gasp William Hayes sank to the floor, incap- 
able of making a sound, his life ebbing fast. A moment 
later, clutching the bag of gold sovereigns, Eric Cob- 
ham was away, and he never returned. 

It was the beginning of Eric Cobham's career as 
a pirate, and it had a fantastic denouement: Ardent 
Potter, the innkeeper, actually was hanged for Eric's 
crime. Potter, also bent on trouble, visited the murder 
room, was surprised by other lodgers, taken up by 
the watch, and eventually hanged at Newgate for the 
crime he plotted but did not commit. 

Meanwhile, however, Eric Cobham was well away 
toward Bridgeport, the purchase of a cutter, re- 
cruitment of a pirate band and, incredibly, marriage 
to a laughing minx who not only joined him in piracy 
but outdid him in cold-blooded killing. When Maria 
Lindsey married Eric Cobham they formed the only 
husband-and-wife pirate team which history has re- 
corded, and the combination was to be so effective 
that, instead of ending on a gibbet as one might expect, 
Eric actually ended his days as a vastly wealthy, 
respected and bewigged judge. 

“Mr. Higgins, what do you make of that vessel?" 

Captain Hillary Jones, of the East Indiaman Star 
of India, passed his spyglass to the mate, braced him- 
self against the main weather shrouds, and waited. 
The Star of India, a huge vessel for the time and a 
sluggish sailer in the light air currents then prevailing 
off the River Mersey, was outward bound for China. 
In the master's strongbox reposed 40,000 pounds 
sterling with which he was to purchase opium; also, 
some priceless jewels. 

"She's smartly handled, Captain, I'd say. I'd esti- 
mate she mounts 14 guns, and she does seem intent 
upon setting the weather gauge of us, doesn't she?" 

“T don't like her looks at all, Higgins," boomed 
the pink-cheeked, potbellied, well-weathered old skip- 


like a man. But when it came time to 


it-not even with a million pounds. 


per. "You'd better call all hands, load your guns, and 
have the blunderbusses mounted on the weather rail 
swivels." 

*Muster all hands, sir," repeated the mate as he 
started forward. But by the time the crew of the 
Star of India had tumbled on deck and manned their 
stations it was too late. Eric Cobham ran his smart 
cutter, the Jolly Companions, deftly alongside the 
larger vessel. Grapnel hooks fouled in the Indiaman's 
weather shrouds, and in minutes the two ships were 
firmly lashed together. There were a few bursts of 
blunderbuss-fire; cutlass rang on cutlass, and then 
it was all over. 

Twenty of Cobham's tough freebooters, recruited 
along the waterfront after he'd purchased the Jolly 
Companions with Mr. Hayes' 400 pounds, poured 
over the high bulwarks of the proud merchant ship, 
and her master, mates and crew were made captive. 

With this, his first capture and a rich one, Cobham 
set a pattern for his piracy from which he never was 
to deviate in a score and more years of cruising the 
main. He looted the master's strongbox and helped 
himself to some fancy delicacies. Then he and his 
crew put every man of the Star of India's complement 
to the sword. Eric Cobham was signally dedicated to 
the irrefutable premise that dead men tell no tales. 
He never took captives ; he killed all. Having scuttled 
the East Indiaman, Cobham steered boldly for 
Plymouth harbor, where his anchors plunged down 
in the roads and he prepared to go ashore. 

“Mistress—allow me.” Resplendent in a crimson 
coat, billowing lace and bright buttons, Captain Eric 
Cobham stood at a muddy intersection in Plymouth 
town, gallantly offered his arm, and looked smilingly 
down into the startled eyes of a beautiful girl called 
Maria Lindsey. 

“Oh, thank you, sir!" After a moment's hesitation 
of pretty confusion Maria took the proffered arm 
but, once over the mud puddle, she showed no strong 
disposition to release it. Instead, she and Captain 
Cobham continued to stroll ; conversation did not flag ; 
- one thought led to another and eventually to con- 
fidences. 

Maria Lindsey, at 24, was a maiden of good family 
and undisclosed attainments. She was of medium 
stature with a fine figure. She had golden hair, blue 
eyes, a piquant upturned nose and a trace of freckles. 
But the most arresting feature of her countenance 


The Star of India was a prize catch, full of dazzling 
jewels. Maria chuckled with delight over the necklace. 


was the way violet lights swept across her otherwise 
placid eyes on provocation. 

"What would you think, Mistress, if I confessed 
to you that I am a pirate?" Eric Cobham spoke softly. 

“І should consider it most romantic," chirped 
Maria, the violet light suffusing her wide, clear eyes. 
"But I wouldn't believe it," she added archly. 

“Ah, if you will do me the honor to come on board 
my vessel, perhaps I can convince you!” 

Maria Lindsey boarded the Jolly Companions with 
her newly found friend. There she gazed wide-eyed 
upon the treasure chest taken from the Star of India, 
and a wholly new and startling notion nested in her 
pretty noggin: why couldn't she be a pirate? Eric 
Cobham strongly favored the notion. The next day 
the two were quietly married in Plymouth town, and 


the day after the Jolly Companions slipped silently . 


to sea, bent on plunder. 

"My sweet, there are four fundamentals which I 
regard as essential to a piratical career." Eric and 
Maria sat on the port quarterdeck bitts and he was 
giving her a first lesson on the finer points of her 
new career. 

"Upon approaching a quarry you must try your 
best to achieve surprise. This is best done by seeming 
to be inoffensive. Fly the same flag he flies, and make 
it appear that you have an urgent communication for 
him, or that you are in distress. Next, when the 
moment for action arrives, carry all before you with 
irresistible determination, and try for the officers 
with your fire. Usually the hands won't care much; 
itis the officers who have everything to lose. If you 
can eliminate them, the vessel will fall easily. Finally, 
you must be ruthless. Dead men tell no tales. Put all 
to the sword; spare none." (Continued on page 48) 
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be interned in The Fort along with the Nips 
and Nazis!” opined choleric British colonels 
at the exclusive Gymkhana Club. “Fancy a 
rotter like Miller playing around as he does, 
doing nothing for the war effort. Where 
does he get his money ?" 

It was inevitable that members of British 
Intelligence—a not inconsiderable task force 
in New Delhi—should have similar appre- 
hensions about the well-heeled editor. 

"We know Miller's record back home," 
said Colonel Victor Harding, New Delhi 
intelligence chief, to his next in command, 
Major Allan Leamington. "Some of his 
hand-made currency had the Bank of Eng- 
land chaps on Threadneedle Street really 
stewing, until he went to Dartmoor for a 
stretch. He's also a blackmailer. 

“Those so-called girl reporters of his dig 
up the scandals and our Mr. Miller fertilizes 
them with his own talent and imagination. 
When the stories are really odorous, he pre- 
sents them to his victims who pay plenty of 
rupees to keep the garbage buried. Not a nice 
boy." 

“But he could be useful, sir," said the ma- 
jor thoughtfully. “I think I'll call him in.” 

On a May morning in 1943, when things 
looked grim for the Allies in the Far Fast, 
Lucky Miller was summoned to the major's 
office where he was given a cup of tea and 
a stern admonition. 

"Keep quiet and listen, Miller," Leaming- 
ton said brusquely. “We know your past and 
what you've been up to in New Delhi. In- 
deed, I could put you in The Fort this 
minute under the Defense of the Realm Act, 
and keep you there with the Nips until the 
end of the bloody war. But I'm not going 
to." 

Miller asked with a superb show of puz- 
zlement: “But what have I done, sir? I'm 
just a publisher struggling to make a living. 
And not a very good living at that." 

The officer opened a drawer and took out 
a bulging file. "These are the signed com- 
plaints of victims of you and your so-called 
girl reporters, Miller. Want to see ’em?” 

Lucky Miller didn't turn a hair, but his 
gray eyes became wary. "What's the catch, 
sir? If you're not making a pinch, you must 
expect something from me in return." 

"Indeed I do." 

Major Leamington laid it on the line. 
“You're a top printer, engraver and counter- 
feiter, my lad. You also have ways of get- 
ting information in this town through those 
girls of yours. Now I want you to earn a 
reputation for being pro-Axis as well as a 
bounder." 

"What else ?" 

“And to lend us your talents at printing 
and engraving. Counterfeiting for us, to be 
blunt. Are you with me?" 
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Lucky Miller 


Continued from page 15 


Lucky stood up, adjusted the crease in 
his impeccably tailored trousers, and lit a 
hard-to-obtain Havana cigar. 

"What choice do I have? At the ripe old 
age of 33, accustomed to certain niceties and 
comforts, I don't think the rigors of The 
Fort are for me. I'm with you, Major." 

His opening gambit as a pro-Japanese 
publicist was an editorial in the Asia Sport- 
ing World: | 

"A negotiated peace with the Japanese 
would be no disgrace. The real folly is in 
continuing a disastrous war and wasting the 
blood and money of the Empire." 

After that, reputable people wouldn't even 
nod to him. One furious Englishman, a 
plantation owner, caned him publicly in front 
of the Empire Club. 

Sir Robert Hotchkiss, a prominent bar- 
rister, slapped Miller's face when he en- 
countered him at a sidewalk café near the 
Lahore Gate. "You're a disgrace to the 
white race and to England, Miller. I don't 
know why you haven't been interned!” 

“The guy must have real pull," said a New 
York war correspondent. "Imagine, keeping 
out of jail after writing that kind of stuff." 

After his pro-Axis leanings were well- 
established, Miller met Leamington a month 
later in a darkened car on the deserted 
campus of New Delhi University. The major 
gave Lucky his first assignment. 

“A $300,000 load of electrical parts has 
vanished from a railroad siding near the 
Vickers-Henderson Arms works outside 
Firozabad,” the intelligence officer said. “We 
need the stuff badly for our antiaircraft. 
There’ll be hell to pay if it falls into Nip 
hands. Can you find it for us—and who took 
it?” 

“Give me a fortnight for the job. I may 
have some news for you then.” 

Miller's first step was to study Leaming- 
ton's list of New Delhi electrical contractors 
—men most likely to know the uses of the 
intricate equipment which was missing. 
There were 28 such contractors in Delhi. 

Through a process of elimination, involv- 
ing the use of agile Pathan men who leaped 
fences and wiggled through transoms of 
warehouses, Miller ruled out all but one man 
as a potential hijacker. The contractor under 
suspicion was one Gustav Jager, a middle- 
aged Swiss, who had opened his electrical 
contracting business in India shortly before 
Pearl Harbor. 

*He may be all right, but I have a funny 
feeling about Jager," Miller told Leaming- 
ton. “РИ put Helen Schmidt on him. She’ll 
crack him if anyone can." 

Helen was a doll-faced girl from Alsace- 
Lorraine who spoke fluent German, French, 
Italian and English. Dimpled and blue-eyed, 
she had a guilelessness about her that con- 


cealed a hair-trigger mind and a vast knowl- 
edge of male psychology. 

Jager, a tall, lean man with a frosty man- 
ner and pouches under his eyes, lived alone 
in a small but well-furnished flat on Chow- 
hally Road. The Swiss was pleasantly sur- 


` prised one day when a new tenant—a young 


woman with an undulating walk and a won- 
derful smile—moved into the garden apart- 
ment adjoining his own. 

Her name was Frau Helga Verborg. "My 
husband was against the Third Reich," she 
remarked one night over cocktails at her 
place. “So I divorced him. It was terrible 
to listen to slurs about the Fuehrer." 

Jager was impressed but said little. The 
following night, Helen Schmidt-Verborg 
managed to drop her purse when he took 
her to dinner at the Maidstone Hotel. As he 
helped her to retrieve the contents, Jager 
noted a yellowed, much-handled card which 
he studied with interest. 

“Ah, Frau Verborg, I see you have been 
a member of the Hitler Jugend since 1934 
when you were sixteen. How interesting ! 
And how did you like the Fuehrer's youth 
movement ?" 

This was Helen's cue to establish herself 
as a good Nazi. She chattered glibly and 
convincingly of her experiences as a teen-age 
German girl. “In our Reich youth hostels, 
we knew the glory of our bodies, we were 
not ashamed to become women and please 
our young men." 


AGER'S eyes glowed. He was hooked. The 

membership card, artfully printed and 
aged by Lucky Miller, had done the trick. 
She stayed with Jager all that night, and by 
the end of the week the tall Swiss begged 
her to marry him. 

"But how do I know you have enough 
money to support a wife?" she asked. 

He was fairly drunk, for the girl had 
mixed many burra gimlets, a popular cock- 
tail in New Delhi. He groped for her and 
said thickly : 

"We will have plenty for the rest of our 
lives, Liebchen. Since you are a good German, 
you'll be glad to know I've liberated some 
valuable supplies from the damned British. 
They're in a warehouse at the Vahdi pier, 
awaiting shipment to Burma. When the 
Japanese get their merchandise, they will 
pay me a very large sum. You will never 
want for a thing, Helga." 

She introduced Jager to Miller who was 
known by reputation to the contractor. "It 
is a pity, Herr Miller, that your government 
doesn't share your views. A negotiated peace 
with the Axis is wise counsel. I admire your 
thoughts about the folly of war." 

So chummy did the trio become that Jager 
offered no objection when Miller snapped 
a group picture during a picnic in a little 
glade near the Pearl Mosque of Aurangzeb. 
When the film was developed, Major Leam- 
ington sent prints by air courier to London 
and Washington. 

By coded cable, the word came back that 
“Jager” had been identified as one Dietrich 
Sepple, a Nazi electrical expert who had 
been involved in a graft scandal with the 
builders of Hitler's Autobahnen in 1939. 

'Two days later, a squad of British sol- 
diers overpowered private guards at Jager's 
waterfront warehouse and recovered the 
Vickers-Henderson antiaircraft parts in- 
tact. The supplies were forwarded by air to 
hard-pressed British positions. 


Gustav Jager, or Sepple, was tried by a 
military court and sentenced to ten years’ 
imprisonment. On the way to the ancient 
red sandstone Fort, he managed to pry a tiny 
vial of poison from the lining of his shoe 
and died within minutes after swallowing 
the contents. 

His capture was the first important coup 
by Miller and his girls. Leamington was 
pleased. "How would you like to try your 
hand at plate-making again, Miller? Turn- 
ing out the queer ?" 

Miller grinned. The major continued: 
“Рт going to give you a chance to counter- 
feit for us. You might even get a medal for 
it some day. We want Japanes. occupation 
currency, thousands of sheets of yen. The 
Nippies are making a big talk about their 
‘Greater East Asia Co-Prosperity Sphere.’ 
We want to puncture that balloon by flood- 
ing Burma with worthless yen. It'll under- 
mine the Jap economy and hurt the army's 
morale when the Burmese refuse to accept 
their bank notes." 

Lucky frowned. "That's a big order, sir. 
I'll need special rice paper, Japanese inks 
or something very like them, and somebody 
to show me a few things about Nip art- 
work." 

The major had the answers. "We've 
arranged for the paper and ink. Our people 
in Yokohama are sending the stuff out on 
a Swedish boat. But the artwork is more 
difficult. You're going to prison for a while, 
my boy, and become a student !” 

Miller was clad in prison denims, a num- 
ber was sewn in a red circle on his back, 
and he was lodged in the Red Fort on a 
charge of sedition. Not by coincidence, his 
cellmate was one Fuyoki Ito, a prominent 
Japanese artist and illustrator. 

Ito had worked in relative peace on sev- 
eral Indian magazines until his blatant pro- 
Axis rantings and pictures led the British 
to intern him. 

He was a delicate-boned, smallish man 
with a great disdain for the garden variety 
of uneducated or boorish prisoners. But he 
admired Miller. The little Japanese bowed 
stiffly and said to the newcomer : 

“I have heard of your own feelings about 
the war, Miller-san. Even though your paper 
is a shoddy thing, the sentiments it expresses 
are commendable. You will have a place in 
the New Order after our glorious victory 
comes." 


WITHIN a short time, Lucky had wheedied 

the artist into giving him lessons in the 
intricacies of Japanese brush work. Miller, no 
mean artist himself in certain illicit pursuits, 
was an adept pupil. The daily lessons lasted 
for several months. He acquired enough 
dexterity with the dainty brushes and paint 
pots to duplicate the lettering and curlicues 
on the occupation yen issued by the Japanese 
government. 

Suddenly, he was yanked out of the Red 
Fort, leaving Fuyoki Ito to wonder fretfully 
what had happened to Miller-San. Had he 
been liquidated so quickly? d 

In a curtained Daimler, Lucky Miller was 
driven to a low, heavily guarded building 
adjoining a jetty on the holy Jumna River. 
"From now on, this is your home, office and 
printing plant, Miller," said Major Leam- 
ington. "See how you like it." 

The place was a tribute to British in- 
genuity and the resourcefulness of the Amer- 
ican OSS in India, whose agents had aided 


the major in locating the tools, presses and 
other equipment Lucky would need. 

There were multilith machines and large 
glass-plate cameras used by engravers in 
preparation for making their delicate plates. 
Here were Japanese typewriters that oper- 
ated vertically and horizontally. Plus en- 
gravers' lathes and cutting implements which 
had been stolen by pro-British Burmese from 
the plant of the Biruma Shimbun in Ran- 
goon which published a small weekly paper 
for the occupation troops from Nippon. 


THERE were opaque projectors—actually 

outsize magic lanterns — which flashed 
images of genuine Jap occupation currency 
magnified on a screen 50 times. And there 
was a raw-boned Russian girl named Olga 
Sesslov, whose parents had fled the Reds 
years before. She knew how to read, write 
and print Japanese, for she had been born 
and raised in Tokyo. 

Lucky Miller, happy to be among objects 
and machines with which he was familiar, 
sat chain-smoking and studying the blown-up 
letters, the magnified horizontal and vertical 
lines, the shadings of the 50-yen notes. He 
squinted at the sharp points around the 
outer edge of the seal of the Imperial 
Treasury. x 

"Your lads are thorough!" he said in ad- 
miration. "I see we have a geometric lathe, 
a serial number machine, a stippler, and 
intaglio frames. How can I miss? When I 
was turning out the queer stuff in London, I 
had to work practically out of my suitcase!” 

Major Leamington snorted and rapped the 
palm of his hand with his swagger stick for 
emphasis. “Forget the compliments and get 
down to business, Miller. Get those plates 
made soon. We need Japanese yen, and 
plenty of them." 


On a busy Sunday ten days later, Lucky 
picked up a phone which was connected 
directly with the major's office. "I've got 
them, sir. Three wonderful plates. Ten, 
twenty, and fifty-yen denominations. The 
Mikado himself couldn't tell our money from 
his own." 

Leamington experimented with the bogus 
Japanese money on officers and enlisted men 
in the Red Fort. “Why do you give us this 
money?" asked a wiry lieutenant named 
Oshida. He sneered. "It is a great tempta- 
tion to accept it, but I will not betray our 
Emperor." 

When a 50-yen note was given to the 
artist, Ito, for some cigarettes by a prisoner 
who was a British plant, the artist carefully 
pocketed the money without looking at it 
twice. Leamington was jubilant. 

“If it passed Ito without arousing sus- 
picion, that money will be accepted any- 
where—until the Nips get their wind up 
about it!” 

The counterfeit bank notes were produced 
in large quantity and smuggled by sea 
and air into Jap-occupied lands. Almost 
50,000,000 yen in bogus currency was intro- 
duced into the commerce of Burma alone. 
When the Japanese authorities issued a 
warning that worthless money was flooding 
the country, storekeepers refused to accept 
paper bills, harlots spurned the currency, 
and Jap troops became irate. ; 

On September 1, 1943, a Major Kyoshi 
Oto offered 500 yen worth of Miller-de- 
signed money in payment for three dinners 
and a singing girl. He was set upon by a 
mob of furious Burmese, and was stoned 
and trampled to death. Other Rangoon Café 
operators, theater owners, shopkeepers and 
even the keepers of brothels—incensed over 
the spate of bogus money—poured into the 


“Honest, Mrs. Smith, your husband just left.” 


streets and attacked the Japanese with clubs, 
paving stones and knives. 

In the street fighting which raged for two 
days, 106 Japanese were killed or wounded. 
The uprising was put down, of course, but 
Jap morale was severely shaken. The 1943 
Imperial B-4 Series of bank notes was 
withdrawn from circulation by Tokyo which 
promised to issue new notes of a distinctive 
and hard-to-copy design. 


EAMINGTON was jubilant by now. 
“We’re making real trouble for the en- 
emy, Miller, thanks to you. But I've got a job 
you can really sink your teeth into. You won’t 
be making queer Nip money any longer.” 
Lucky was puzzled. “I won’t, sir? Then 
what will I be doing? I liked making 
money.” 

Major Leamington said: “You’re now a 
Jap publisher, my friend. You will edit and 
print a Nip newspaper, right down to the 
last curlicue on their blinking type. You will 
tell the enemy of the damnedest things that 
are happening on the home front—their 
women are fed up and cheating, their kids 
are roaming the streets, their savings are 
being confiscated by the government, cheery 
news like that.” 

He jabbed a finger at Miller. “D’you ever 
hear of the Osaka Shimbun?” 

“No, major, I haven’t.” 

“Well, you're now its editor and publisher. 
The paper you get out will look, feel, read 
and even smell like the real Osaka Shimbun. 
If the Nips read it and believe it, Miller, 
that paper will be the equivalent of winning 
a dozen major engagements !" 

On September 14, 1943, several ATC 
cargo planes set down at Parnamirim Air- 
field with many heavy crates bearing top 
secret seals. Military trucks and jeeps rushed 
the boxes to the hidden printing plant on 
the bank of the Jumna River. 

Here Lucky Miller and a dozen British 
and American enlisted men—former printers 
and machinists—set to work assembling the 
presses, linotypes, paper cutters, ink-mixing 
vats and other apparatus. 

But they had no Japanese type as yet. 
Leamington said : 

"There may be a supply of Jap type in 
New Dehli, owned by a little printer named 
Gabruhindi who has played around with 
Nip agents. We've suspected him but haven't 
got any evidence. You're not averse to 
forcible entry, Miller—the police records 
back home show that. And the printer"— 
Leamington shot an appraising glance at 
Ellie Cates—“likes European women. It 
shouldn't be difficult for you to get him to 
hand over the type." 

Ellies charms had softened up Gabru- 
hindi; the printer's mallet, wielded by the 
girl, had done the rest. Now the oily little 
Jap agent was dead and all his oriental type 
font, from 8-point classified ad slugs to ban- 
ner headline letters, were in British hands. 

Gabruhindi's type faces were sorted and 
put in order by the Russian girl, Olga. 
Lucky, listening to the radio as he tinkered 
with an electrotyping machine which had 
been rustled up by the "P Division" in 
Ceylon, was startled when the announcer 
said: 

“... the escape from the Red Fort was led 
by one Fuyoki Ito, an enemy internee, known 
for his derisive pro- Axis cartoons and utter- 
ances. Disguised as a Buddhist monk, with 
cowl, gray cloak and begging bowl, the artist 
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walked from The Fort to freedom after 
sawing open a gate in a remote part of the 
grounds. Five other prisoners also vanished.” 

Lucky shrugged. Ito was a fanatic. But 
he had.learned much about Japanese art and 
engraving from the. man. The police prob- 
bly would find him within hours. 

That night he went to a lavish and dimly 
lit bar near the Kashmir Gate operated by 
an old associate who had once steered 
suckers his мау... for a price. Now Miller 
downed a number of gin-and-tonics and won- 
dered darkly how he had gotten mixed up 
with Major Leamington. Opportunity was 
passing him by. 


EENVIOUSLY, he looked at the signs of 

prosperity all around: black-marketeers 
swilling the best Scotch whisky; sleek Eu- 
rasion girls wearing expensive clothes and 
jewels; little beturbaned men with satchels 
running to and from the men’s room to show 
their wares: illicit gold bars, Italian and 
German bank notes, heavily discounted ; sulfa 
drugs and nylon stockings. 

Lucky sighed as he reached for his hat 
and went out into the night. To hell with 
the war effort and the major. He'd get back 
to his own profitable rackets damned quick. 

So engrossed was he in his thoughts of 
lost profits and missed opportunities in war- 
time New Delhi that he didn't pay attention 
to the beggar following him. 

“Alms, sahib? Just a few rupees—an anna 
—for a blessing, sahib ?" Е 

Absently, he dug in his pockets for a coin. 
He started to swear as wiry arms went 
arund his neck and he was dragged into 
an alley. Just ahead of him had been the 
dimmed lights of Chandni Chauk, the “Silver 
Street" ; but here in the damp and malodor- 
ous alley were just beggars in filthy dhotis, 
a snoring leper, and two ragged children 
cooking something over a fire kindled from 
cow dung. 


UCKY'S assailant wore a Buddist cloak 

and carried a wooden begging bowl. Just 
before he raised the heavy bowl and brought 
it crashing down on Miller's skull, Lucky 
recognized the man. 

"Ito! What the hell—” 

"You are a liar and a spy, Miller-san, one 
who plays tricks," said the Japanese. "You 
fooled me in The Fort. I taught you Japa- 
nese art. Now I show you something else." 

The blow on the head sent Miller sprawl- 
ing in the gutter which reeked of urine and 
the dung of sacred cows. Dazed and unable 
to move, the Englishman saw Ito whip a 
long knife from the voluminous folds of his 
monk's garb. 

The slash of the blade was quick. Ito's 
victim felt his cheek rip open and become 
a dangling flap. Blood flowed into his 
mouth; Miller gagged. Ito bent down in a 
crouch and twisted the knife. What it did to 
Lucky's handsome features was indescrib- 
able. 

The swindler and counterfeiter was found 
by police an hour later, weak from loss of 
blood. After two weeks of treatment, he was 
released from Hoogli Municipal Hospital. 
“Don’t worry too much about your looks, 
Miller,” the surgeon säid. “We’re learning 
more all the time about plastic surgery. Cor- 
rective operations, in time, may remove the 
disfigurement.” 

Miller nodded somberly and got into a 
car which Major Leamington drove off to 


the printing establishment. Lucky spoke just 7 
once on the long ride. 

"Don't try to pity me, sir. They're my 
enemy now, too, the Nips." He fingered his 
heavily bandaged face. “ГИ fight them in 
my own way for you. You don't have to 
make me do it. I want to." 

Between November, 1943, and March, 
1944, more than 40 issues of the bogus 
Osaka Shimbun were printed under the 
direction of Lucky Miller. These were 
dropped or smuggled into Burma where they 
were avidly snatched up by news-hungry 
Jap troops. Each press run of 25,000 copies 
paid off in desertions, insubordination to 
Japanese officers, discontent in the ranks. 

A silent and dedicated man now, Lucky 
worked day and night, his mind seething 
with new ideas for improving his fake news- 
paper and devising other ways of harassing 
the enemy. 

He skillfully copied a Japanese censor's 
"chop," or stamp, and developed a photo- 
graphic method of producing letters from 
Japan which were dropped in the Burmese 
jungles and other theaters of war. These 
fake messages from wives and sweethearts 
were gloomy and defeatist in tone. They 
went into details about hardships and suf- 
fering at home. А 

The unwritten suggestion between the 
lines always was clear—desert! Day after 
day, Leamington and Miller pored over 
microfilmed copies of legitimate Jap news- 
papers, skillfully rewriting the news so that 
the sham Osaka Shimbun became an organ 
of despair and bitterness. 

“Here is a street map of Tokyo, major. 
I’ve marked the red-light district in pencil. 
Why not put it on the front page and tell 
those dirty fighters that the Yanks have 
bombed Yoshiwara out of existence? That'll 
make them sweat !" 

It was a real coup. Later a captured Japa- 
nese officer, a Lieutenant Tosho who had 
been educated at the University of Kansas, 
told Leamington : 

“Morale is very bad among my men. In 
vain, we told them that the British are 
tricking them and not to believe stories like 
the annihilation of the Yoshiwara district 
of Tokyo. But they cannot imagine that a 
Japanese newspaper would lie." 

He smiled wryly, but his eyes were hard 
behind their horn-rimmed glasses. “Соп- 
gratulations, gentlemen. You have hit upon a 
fortunate propaganda device. I admit I hate 
you for it." 


BY August, the British estimated that 

12,000 Jap soldiers had surrendered in the 
preceding months chiefly because of the 
faked newspaper, forged letters from home, 
simulated soldiers' diaries and bogus com- 
munications from officers which reflected 
terror and demoralization. All were pro- 
duced by Lucky Miller, thanks to Gabru- 
hindi's type fonts and the training he had 
received from Ito in The Fort. 

Elton Kingsley, a former operative for 
the OSS in the CBI theater, observed, the 
workings of "Project Bash," as the British 
called it, and told this writer: 

“Whole forward units of the Japanese 18th, 
Division in North Burma threw down their 
arms. We had intelligence intercepts, in- 
cluding a military order from the desperate 
Japanese command, listing the punishments 
meted out to troops who deserted, especially 
in battle. Miller’s skill with Jap type, plates, 


ink and newsprint was little short of miracu- 
lous. But in all that time, I never saw him 
take the bandages from his face. He seemed 
terribly ashamed of his wound.” 

One day Leamington came to Lucky’s 
plant and said: “Under Tojo, Jap troops 
were taught that surrender is dishonorable 
and brings disgrace on their families and on 
the Emperor. A deserter’s genseki, his very 
birthright, is forfeited. He is declared legally 
dead and his soul is restrained by the priests 
from flying home to rest in the Yasukuni 
Shrine. But I think we can change that line 
of reasoning.” 

“How, sir? I'd like to try it!” 

Now Leamington laid out a plan. He 
wanted a forged order by the new Koiso 
government in Tokyo, addressed to the Japa- 
nese High Command in Rangoon, rescinding 
the old penalties and announcing a new and 
liberal policy toward deserters. 

“Koiso will say that under certain con- 
ditions, troops may surrender to us and no 
stigma will be attached to them. When they 
are outnumbered, wounded or sick, deser- 
tion will be permitted. That’s what you’ll 
print, Miller, in the name of the Japanese 
Premier.” 

Once again, using two captured Japanese 
soldiers and the resourceful Russian girl, 
Lucky Miller came up with an official-look- 
ing document which would have deceived 
the canniest Jap officer. 

“Dozo-o-haeri nasai!" said Olga approv- 
ingly to her willing Jap helpers and trans- 
lators. "This is it, Mr. Miller. Even a 
general might surrender after reading this." 

The project was a success. One morning, 
leafing through intelligence reports and 
British prison camp records, Major Leam- 
ington was pleased to note that almost 2,000 
deserters had been bagged. The spurious 
document allegedly originating with the 
Koiso government was working well. 

There was other news: Ito, rágged and 
hungry, had been captured by New Delhi 
police after hiding out for weeks in a number 
of Buddhist temples. He faced the prospect 
of ten more years added to his original sen- 
tence, because of the savage attack on Miller. 

“Т must find Lucky and tell him all the 
good news," Leamington said. "The man 
has worked like a fiend on this job ever since 
that knifing. Think I'll take him to lunch." 


Bur Lucky wasn’t eating lunch that day. 

Or any other day. As the major entered 
Miller's room after receiving no answer tó 
his knock, he saw a note under an ashtray 
that caught his attention. It read: 

“Туе done my job and I'm going now. The 
doctor says an operation won't help any; I 
don't want to live looking like this. Just one 
thing to tell the major—our type characters 
hitotsu, yotsu and nanatsu are worn out. We 
need new Jap numerical slugs. Better tend 
to it at once." 

With a heavy heart, Major Leamington 
walked out and got into his car. He drove 
around for hours before he found Lucky, 
somewhere in the environs of New Delhi. 
He saw a limp figure dangling from a rope 
improvised of neckties knotted together and 
looped over the branch of a tree. 

The body of Charles “Lucky” Miller spun 
idly in the breeze that came from the holy 
river nearby, and the major thought of 
Miller's last words on that note: 

“If a job of printing the ‘queer’ is worth 
doing, it's worth doing right, I say.” a 


up in the 6147th Tactical Sqdn. and he 
jumped at a chance for combat. 

The 6147th was a special unit that flew 
small Mosquito T-6 planes ‘along the front 
lines and directed fighter aircraft to ground 
targets. Each carried a pilot, an observer, 
and smoke rockets to mark targets. 

On his second day with the unit, Summer- 
sill was assigned a permanent observer, a 
33-year-old Army captain named Wayne 
Sawyer. Married and the father of two girls, 
he’d been a bush pilot in Alaska. Thoroughly 
familiar with small planes, Sawyer had 
flown over 150 missions, wore three DFC's; 
he'd crashed behind enemy lines and es- 
caped—twice. 

Failing his cadet physical in '39, he joined 
the infantry and fought in Europe and the 
Pacific in WW II. 

Now, as he crouched in the cave, catching 
his breath, he turned to look at Summersill. 
“Give me the first-aid kit," he said. 

“Is it bad, Wayne?" 

Sawyer looked closely at the deep cut in 
Summersill's forehead. “No, Clem. Just a 
few cuts." 

He bandaged Summersill’s head tightly 
with gauze, and slipped his wool knit cap 
back over his head. 

Then Summersill remembered Sawyer's 
knee. It was bleeding badly. The skin was 
severely lacerated. Summersill put a bandage 
on the knee while Sawyer got out an extra 
pair of wool socks, took off his fleece-lined 
boot, and changed the wet sock for a dry 
one. 

"It's very important that our feet do not 
freeze," Sawyer said. "If you get frostbite, 
gangrene’ll set in and you'll lose your feet 
and legs." 

Summersill's thoughts turned only briefly 
to the physical discomfort caused by the sub- 
zero temperature. His feet were already so 
numb from the hour and 45 minutes in the 
plane that he could not feel them. His hands 
were almost as cold. Both men had lost their 
gloves in the crash. But Summersill was 
much more worried about the Chinese Com- 
munists. He remembered an old fighter pilot 
axiom: Troops are always eager to meet the 
pilot who has been strafing them. 

"What're we going to do, Wayne?" he 
asked. "The Corsairs didn't see us go down. 
No one's been alerted." 

Sawyer was pulling maps from inside his 
jacket. “The first thing we have to do, Clem, 
is get the hell away from the plane. Then we 
have to get away from this entire area as 
fast as we can. They're sure to search very 
thoroughly as soon as they discover we 
weren't killed in the crash." 

Sawyer studied the maps. “The Commu- 
nists are here," he said, pointing, “and we are 
right here." Not more than a mile separated 
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the two positions. "They ought to be near 
the plane within a very few minutes." 

“О.К.” Summersill said. “What are we 
going to do? We can't go south toward 
friendly lines. There are 10,000 Chinese be- 
tween us and the ROK's Why don't we head 
straight north? The Communists would 
never think of looking for us in that direc- 
tion.” 

“Here’s what I think we ought to do,” 
Sawyer said. “Here. Look on the map. Over 
to the east here, there's an area where the 
Communist front is very thin. There are 
nothing but, Communist guerrillas in through 
here, no organized front at all. That’s be- 
cause the country is so rugged.” 

“You mean here, right around Punggni ?" 

“Yes,” Sawyer replied. “See, we can walk 
northeast, back into Communist territory as 
you suggested. Then when we get about right 
here, we can turn southeast, and infiltrate 
through the lines. I figure it’s 40, 50 miles, 
by ground because we have to go up and 
down. I believe that if we hide in the day- 
time and move on a forced march at night, 
we can make it. What do you think ?” 

“О.К. I’m with you,” Summersill said. 
“But there’s one thing I want to get straight: 
we're going to: get out of here, and I don't 
mean maybe. I want it clearly understood 
that if they corner us, I'm going to shoot it 
out with them, The only way they will cap- 
ture me is dead. And another thing: If we 
get into any arguments, you'll have the last 
word because you're senior man. And I'm 
going to hold you responsible for anything 
that happens to us, too." 

They both shook hands warmly. Then, 
from a distance, they heard Chinese voices 
shouting. 

“O.K., Clem," Sawyer said, "let's get out 
of here." 


QAWYER let go and slid out of the cave, 
then took five steps through the snow up 

and around a rocky ledge toward a barren 
area. Then he backed down to the cave 
again, carefully keeping his boots within his 
original tracks. 

""That'll send them off that way," he said 
to Summersill. х 

The two men crawled back into the сауе, 
and clambered out through a small crack 
between the rocks that opened to the rear. 
Then they plunged through deep snow, 
circling toward the top of the canyon wall. 
Suddenly Sawyer, who was leading, stopped. 
Summersill came up alongside him. 

“What’s that?" Sawyer said, pointing to 
indentations in the snow. 3 

“Tracks,” Summersill said. “It looks like 
a man and one dog. 

"Right," Sawyer said. 

*A searching party?" Summersill asked. 
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“Who knows?” Sawyer replied. “They 
might be Communist tracks. They might be 
the tracks of a Korean farmer coming to 
help us.” 


“How old are they?" Summersill whis- . 


pered. 

“I don't know. But we better move on 
away from here." 

They moved off through the snow as fast 
as they could travel, keeping one eye on the 
ground and one on the ridge tops and can- 
yon walls for signs of Communist soldiers. 
Over an hour had passed since the crash. 
Though it was still mid-afternoon, darkness 
was being hastened along by a huge black 
cloud shaping up in the northeast. Soon the 
two men came to a thicket. 

"Let's go in here," Sawyer said. "They'll 
never find us." 

They pushed their way through the 
thorny scrubs and bushes and, then, after a 
moment, sat down. They heard faint voices, 
coming from the area where they had left 
the burning plane; then, suddenly, an ex- 
plosion. 

“The plane,” Summersill whispered. 

Minutes later, they heard Communist sol- 
diers moving up the canyon side toward the 
cave. They watched as the soldiers spotted 
the diversionary tracks and, falling for the 
ruse, set off in the wrong directions. Soon 
there was more shouting. Another soldier 
found the real tracks. The Chinese came 
toward the thicket, spreading out through 
rocks and snow, shouting and yelling. 

Sumniersill pressed his lips close to Saw- 
yer's ear. "They're coming this way. What 
are we going to do?" 

Sawyer said, "Stay right here. It'll be 
dark in another half hour. “He looked at the 
black cloud in the northeast. “Just hand on." 

They waited 20 minutes. By then the sol- 
diers were very near. But it was getting dark 
very fast. The soldiers turned on flashlights. 
Summersill counted 20 lights. 


EFORE darkness closed in, the two men 
took a final look at the escape route on the 
map. It was plain that there would be many 
obstacles on the journey. The biggest was 
a sizable mountain, about 5,000 feet to the 
summit. They could see it plainly, towering 
over them in the northeast. It was covered 
with deep snow. Climbing would be rough. 
"Shall we go around it?" Summersill 
asked. 

"[f we try to go around it, we will run 
into Communists,” Sawyer said. “There’re 
fewer Communists on top of the mountain 
than any other place. It'll be tougher hiking, 
but safer." 

As soon as they could no longer see the 
outlines of the Chinese soldiers, the two men 
pushed out of the thicket and headed north- 
east toward the mountain. They moved 
quickly and quietly through the drifted snow, 
gradually drawing away from the dancing 
flashlights. They climbed one small snow- 
covered hill, passed over a low ridge, and 
then, about an hour later, came to the foot 
of the mountain. 

“That’s the tallest mountain I have ever 
seen," Summersill said. "What does it say on 
the map again?" 

Sawyer said, “4,759 feet." 

“Are you sure?" Summersill asked. 

“Follow me and you can count them your- 
self.” Sawyer picked up a hefty stick, invited 
Summersill to do the same, then started up 
the long, white slope of the mountain. 
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The dark cloud had been warning enough, 
but they were really not prepared when the 
blizzard struck. They had moved about a 


_ quarter of the way up the slope. At first, the 


snowflakes were harmless, fluttering across 
the mountainside, a godsend, covering their 
trail. But then the white flakes came in tor- 
rents, followed by heavy wind and sleet. 
Gloveless, bent against the driving cold, the 
two men moved slowly up the mountainside. 

An hour later, they stopped to rest. Sum- 
mersill looked at Sawyer, who had been 
leading. His face and flying helmet were a 
mass of frozen ice and snow. Icicles hung 
from his nose. His eyes were glassy. 

Wayne, can we go on like this?" Sum- 
mersill mumbled through half-frozen lips. 

“We can’t stop. If we turn back, the Com- 
munists will get us for sure. If we stop here, 
we will freeze to death in two hours. It must 
be 30 degrees below zero right now. We 
have to keep going.” 


T° maintain the discipline of the march, the 

two men drew up a “track” plan. Under 
the plan, each man would lead for half an 
hour. The shifting of position would break 
the monotony. It would give each man some- 
thing to look forward to. 

They marched off. About then o’clock that 
night, eight hours after the crash, Summer- 
sill began to feel very gloomy. The trouble 
started in his feet. For hours, he had been 
plugging along in his paratrooper boots, 
plunging down in the white mass, which 
often came up to his waist. Snow had caught 
in his trousers legs, melted, and run down 
into the inside of his boots, where it froze. 
His feet had no feeling at all. He was unable 
to move his toes and could just barely bend 
his ankles. 

Not long afterward, Sawyer sensed that 
they had been going in circles. He took out 
his small flat compass and checked the direc- 
tion. Sure enough, they were headed south— 
toward the Communists! 

“Hey, Clem,” Sawyer shouted through the 
wind. Clem stopped. Sawyer walked up. 

"You're going in the wrong direction,” he 
said. 

For no good reason, the remark made 
Summersill angry. It happened that he was 
holding his compass in his hand the moment 
Sawyer came up. He had just checked his 
bearings. “No, we’re not,” he said, “take a 
look at this.” Then he noticed that as he 
turned, the compass needle did not swing. It 
remained steadily on NE. 

“The damned thing is frozen,” Sawyer 
said. 

“But this is kerosene in here. It isn’t sup- 
posed to freeze unless the temperature is 
40 degrees below zero.” 

“Well, it must be 40 below,” Sawyer re- 
plied. “We’d better keep one compass thaw- 
ing inside our jacket at all times.” 

The men continued. The slope became 
steeper. Two hours later, they came to a 
stand of small trees. Summersill was in very 
low spirits. He was exhausted, and his feet 
were heavy and stiff. He told Sawyer he 
did not think he could go any farther. 

Sawyer felt unaccountably good at the 
moment. “Why don't we eat?” he said. Sum- 
mersill perked up. 

A quick search of their emergency vests 
disclosed that they had between them two 
cans of compressed beef—each can designed 
to provide one man with one meal—a few 
pieces of candy, cheese, and a few bouillon 


cubes. They had powdered tea, coffee, milk, 
and cream, but no means of making hot 
water because the flints used to ignite the 
two emergency sterno cans were soaked in 
oil and useless. 

After eating the compressed beef, Sum- 
mersill scooped up a handful of snow. He 
was about to put it in his mouth when 
Sawyer slapped his hand. “Don’t eat that,” 
Sawyer shouted against the wind. "It'll dry 
the mucous membrane in your throat. You 
might get pneumonia. If you want water, fill 
the plastic water bottle with snow and let 
it melt inside your jacket." 

Summersill packed the plastic canteen 
with snow and shoved it inside his. jacket. It 
was not very warm inside. Five hours passed 
before the snow melted. 

The men pushed off once more into the 
blizzard. Sawyer led, and then Summersill. 
Most of the time, the men literally swam 
along in snow, often armpit deep. 

About four o'clock in the morning, Saw- 
yer, who was leading, noticed that the 
ground seemed to be leveling. The snow was 
not as deep, and there appeared to be a hard 
crust of ice underfoot. He turned and waited 
for Summersill to come alongside. 

"Clem, I think we've come to the top." 

“How do you know?” 

“The ground has leveled. Look, the snow 
is shallow, and there is a hard crust of ice 
underneath. The crust was formed when 
the sun melted the snow, then it froze again." 

Summersill stared blankly into the black 
void around them. He could not see more 
than a few inches through the slanting sleet 
and snow. “O.K.,” he said, “O.K.” 

"The going will be much easier," Sawyer 
said. 

He was mistaken. The wind came steadily 
out of the northeast. In the open, on top of 
the mountain, it blew with twice its former 
force. The noise alone was maddening ; the 
sting of snow and sleet was almost unbear- 
able. At length, Summersill, who was lead- 
ing, fell into the snow. Sawyer came along- 
side and sat down. 

“I can't go any farther," Summersill said. 

The men sat in the snow, heads bowed. 
Suddenly, Sawyer jumped up and violently 
beat his arms around his body. He shook 
Summersill. *Get up, Clem. Get up. We'll 
freeze to death if we sit here." 

“How about crawling ?” Summersill asked. 
“That’ll keep us going in the wind and prob- 
ably keep us from freezing to death.” He 
wanted to avoid walking on the hard crust. 

They crawled off into the wind, heads 
down, Summersill in the lead. He managed 
to pull himself along for more than an hour. 
Then he lost all consciousness and fell face 
down in the snow. 

Sawyer was struggling along only a few 
feet behind. He saw Summersill collapse, 
and he stopped crawling. He got up on all 
fours, fighting to keep awake. But then, his 
strength drifted away, and, like Summer- 
sill, he fell into the snow. .. . 


AWYER awoke first. He lifted his face off 

the ice and shook snow from his body. The 
snow and wind had stopped and it was get- 
ting light. Even though a heavy fog hung 
over the mountaintop, the visibility had im- 
proved considerably. He wiped a mat of 
snow from his face and glanced at Summer- 
sill. He was little more than a white hump. 
Sawyer crawled over and fell against him 
pawing at the form with numb hands. 


“Come on, Clem," he said, "we've to get 
out of here." 

Summersill awoke with a start. He 
jumped up. Then, like a crazed animal, he 
walked round and round in circles. He tried 
to clear his head of sleep. Sawyer sat on the 
ice, watching absently as Summersill walked 
off in the direction in which they had been 
crawling earlier. Summersill had gone but 
ten steps when he stopped and stared dumbly 
ahead. “Wayne!” he shouted, his voice 
hoarse and raspy. 

Sawyer floundered through the snow until 
he reached Summersill's side. 

“Look at that,” Summersill said. Directly 
ahead, not more than five feet, the moun- 
tainside dropped away for several hundred 
feet, a sheer cliff. Sawyer stared down into 
the icy chasm. 

“If we crawled another 15 feet—" Sawyer 
said. 

Dawn was not far off. They took stock: 
Summersill's feet were completely frozen. 
Sawyer's left foot was beginning to freeze, 
even though he had changed his socks. They 
were almost out of food. 

"We better try to find a house someplace, 
because my feet are really in bad shape," 
Summersill said. "Maybe we can find some 
farmer who has a fire and will let us thaw 
our feet. We can hit him up for some chow, 
too." 

Sawyer was looking at the map again, try- 
ing to find their position. "I think we're right 
here," he said, pointing. 

"You mean we've only come 20 miles?" 
Summersill asked, discouraged. They were 
not even halfway to their objective. "We're 
averaging just a little better than a mile 
an hour." 

"We'd better turn east," Sawyer said. "I 
believe we're around the Commie flank 
now." 

“O.K., Wayne, but let's look for a house." 


THEY set off in an easterly direction along 

the mountaintop. Sawyer looked again at 
the map, trying to fix their exact position. 
Finally, he said to Summersill, “I don’t think 
there is a house around here anywhere. This 
is desolate country.” 

As they walked farther along the moun- 
taintop, it became light, even though the 
heavy fog still clung to the ground. After a 
while, Summersill said, “Wayne, what do 
you say we push on and not hide during the 
day today ?” 

Sawyer looked at the map again. “Look,” 
he said, "we'll keep going east, and move 
down into this area. The map shows that a 
number of creeks originate here in this 
watershed. The creeks run east through the 
mountains and into the flatlands, and right 
into friendly lines. If we can pick up a creek 
and follow it out, we won't have to crawl 
up and down these mountains." 

“О.К. Wayne. But if we run into any 
Commies, we will fight it out. Nobody cap- 
tured, right ?" 

"Right," Sawyer replied. j 

A few miles later, they started down the 
steep face on the mountain. Walking was 
impossible. Sawyer sat down in the snow and 
slid for 100 yards. Summersill watched, and 
then slid down behind him. They got up, and 
slid another 100 yards. 

"Great stuff, eh?" Sawyer said. "The 
mountain climbers call this glissading." 

“Beats the hell out of walking," Summer- 
sill replied. 
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“Poets! Poets! These damn poets!” 


The whole day was consumed descending 
the mountain. Once they almost slid into 
a deep crevasse. Their lives were in peril for 
an hour, as they clawed their way back up 
through the snow to safety. But most of the 
slow descent was made on foot, traversing 
slopes, cutting across ridges, walking along 
ice or snow through the incredibly desolate 
country. 

By early afternoon, both men had reached 
a physical breaking point. They blacked out 
for brief periods, or else their minds went off 
on sudden flights of fancy. 

Late in the afternoon they could see the 
small snow-blanketed basin they had been 
seeking. It was very small, hardly more than 
300 yards wide. A double row of bushes 
twisted out of the basin in an easterly direc- 
tion. They guessed that the creek, frozen 
over and covered with several feet of snow, 
lay between the rows of shrubs. They started 
down the steep side of the basin toward the 
bottom. 

Even though the creek was covered by a 
deep blanket of snow, it was easy to follow 
in the growing darkness. The twin rows of 
shrubs delineated its course like two hedges 
alongside a sidewalk. About half an hour 
after dark, the clouds suddenly lifted. The 
sky became clear, the visibility extraordi- 
nary. The two men looked up at the pro- 
fusion of stars shining brightly overhead. 
On signal from Sawyer, they stopped. 

"Look at that," he said. "We certainly 
have been having the breaks on the weather. 
It's overcast in the daytime when we need 
to hide, and clear at night when we need 
to see." 

“Almost miraculous," Summersill said. 

For the first time, the two men were able 
to get a good look at the surrounding coun- 
tryside. As far as they could see, it was a 
mass of snow-covered mountains, peaks, 
ridges, and canyons. The creek alongside 
which they had stopped lay in the bottom 
of a canyon about 300 yards wide and 500 


feet deep. The walls were steep, almost ver- 
tical in places, and covered by deep snow- 
drifts. 

The stream itself, no more than ten feet 
wide, carved a course down through the 
middle of the canyon floor. It twisted and 
turned, snaking its way eastward down 
through the mountains. 

Not long afterward, Summersill suddenly 
began to cry. He did not know why, but he 
sobbed uncontrollably. Then he began to 
shout, “Wayne. Get me out of this snow. 
Get me out of this snow.” He heard himself 
shouting insanely. He knew that snow 
covered everything for miles and that Saw- 
yer was powerless to help. Yet he could not 
stop. 

Sawyer tried to quiet him. “Clem, there 
might be Communists all around here. 
They'll kill us on sight if they get us. Do 
you hear? Shut up. You have to shut up." 

He wrapped an arm around Summersill. 
The two sat down in the snow. Then, as 
suddenly as he had lost his senses, Summer- 
sill regained them. To help restore his con- 
fidence, Sawyer said, "Why don't you lead 
off for a while?" 

Summersill took off down the stream, 
clomping through the deep snow. All at once, 
he stopped still. He blinked his eyes, then 
shook his head. He could not believe what 
he saw—two small mud huts. Smoke, and 
an occasional spark, puffed from a small 
chimney sticking out of the top of the hut. 

Summersill pulled out his .45 and walked 
slowly between the two mud huts. Sawyer 
also had his pistol drawn. He crept along 
behind. When they had moved about 50 
yards past the huts, they stopped to whisper. 

“What the hell was all that?" Summersill 
asked. 

“Chinese one-man huts. They're like pup 
tents. Must be a guard post. Probably a 
bivouac of some kind back there." 

They pushed on through the snow. With 
the sighting of the mud huts, tension 
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mounted; it was plain that they were now 
in an area occupied—and guarded—by Chi- 
nese troops. 

At midnight, the two men stopped by a 
rock to rest and eat their last can of rations. 
After they had finished, Summersill decided 
that we would have dessert. He took a small 
square from the emergency vest, pulled the 
wrapping off and took a big bite. He swal- 
lowed the bite before he realized that the 
square was not a "Charm" candy but a 
bouillon cube. The cube was very bitter and 
extremely salty. Summersill immediately 
became nauseous. 

When he threw it up, he caught it in his 
hand and then swallowed it again. In a few 
minutes it came up again. Once more, he 
caught it and pushed it down. He did not 
want to lose the food. He knew he needed 
every scrap of energy he could get. 

When they set off again, Sawyer led. Sum- 
mersill trailed, alternately throwing up his 
food and swallowing it every few minutes. 
His stomach ached, his throat was raw. 

The sickness soon absorbed his remaining 
strength. From time to time, he blacked out 
entirely. Once he went to sleep on his feet, 
standing erect in the middle of the snow. 
Sawyer walked a long way before he realized 
Summersill was not behind him. When he 
tried to wake him, the two men fell into 
the snow. 

Summersill sighed. “Wayne, is it really 
worth getting up and going on?" 

Sawyer replied, “I don't give a damn if I 
ever move again. I just want to sleep." They 
lay in the snow for several minutes. 

Then, as he had done on many occasions 
before, Sawyer jumped up, stomping his feet, 
shaking his head, and slapping his arms 
around his body. He shook Summersill vio- 
lently. “Get up, Clem. Get up. We've got to 
get out of here." 

Summersill got to his feet. He was 
amazed to discover that his head had cleared 
and his stomach had stopped aching. He got 
out a piece of candy and put it in his mouth. 
Then he picked up a handful of snow and 
took a bite. He held the snow, along with 
the candy, in his mouth. The snow seemed 
to melt faster when mixed with the candy. 
He swallowed the mixture. "How good that 
feels on my raw throat," he said aloud. 

They pushed on down the creekside, Sum- 
mersill leading. About three hours past mid- 
night, the men rounded a turn in the trail 
and came upon a deep gorge. Two eight-inch 
logs covered with snow and ice formed a 
bridge spanning the dark chasm. Summersill 
put his knees in the "V" between the two 
logs and inched along. Halfway across, he 
looked down. He could not see the bottom 
of the gorge. He shuddered. If one of them 
fell, he thought, what would happen? Sup- 
pose one broke a leg? Would both men stay 
together, or would one man go on? Sum- 
mersill was greatly relieved when he reached 
the opposite bank. 

“Come on across, Wayne. But be careful. 
It's very slippery and the gorge is very 
deep. Come on now. That's right. One knee 
in front of the other. Easy does it." 


With only a foot to go, Sawyer stood up: 


to walk off the end of the log. He slipped 
and fell. At the last instant, he blindly groped 
with numb hands for the side of the bank. 
Somehow, he found a handhold and stopped 
his fall. Quickly Summersill reached down 
and grabbed his clothing. As he did so, the 
45 slipped from his jacket, struck Sawyer 
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a glancing blow on the head, then clattered 
down—seemingly forever—into the icy gorge 
below. 

Summersill braced a frozen leg against 
one of the logs, and pulled Sawyer up on 
the bank. The two men lay on the ground 
for some minutes, breathing heavily. Finally, 
they got up and pushed on. 


THEY trudged, stumbled, and crawled for 

several hours. Then, through watery, 
half-closed eyes, they noticed a faint light 
beginning to glow in the east. There was 
not a cloud in the sky. The day would be 
bright and sunny. They were sure the Com- 
munist soldiers would spot them if they 
remained on the open floor of the canyon. 
Once again, they began the search for a safe 
place to spend the day. 

About ten minutes later, they came to a 
Korean house jammed in between the creek 
and canyon wall. A light shone in the front 
window. Should they approach it? They 
stopped and held a whispered conference. 
They decided to try to make contact with 
the Koreans who presumably occupied the 
house. If, by chance, the Koreans were not 
sympathetic, perhaps they could buy pro- 
tection. Since he had lost his pistol, Sum- 
mersill was selected to walk ahead and make 
the contact. Sawyer would cover him from 
the brush. 

Summersill walked straight up to the door 
of the house. He raised his hand to knock. 
Something—he did not know what—caused 
him to stop his fist in mid-air and back away 
from the door. He was suspicious. He crept 
to the window, stood back slightly, and 
looked in through the unfrosted pane. In one 
look, he counted six Chinese soldiers. 

Though he ducked away into the darkness 
immediately, the scene inside the room re- 
mained vividly implanted in his mind. One 
Chinese soldier was sitting on a chair drink- 
ing a cup of tea. His head was bowed, his 
hands were wrapped around the cup. An- 
other stood talking to two other soldiers 
who were sitting on the floor. A fifth Chinese 
was sitting alone at a crude table playing 
cards; a sixth was asleep on the floor. 

Summersill backed hurriedly toward the 
spot where he knew Sawyer was hiding. But 
Sawyer was gone. 

Summersill thought: They've captured 
him. He pulled out his knife and switched the 
blade into position. Then he walked around 
slowly in the darkness, calling very softly, 
"Wayne? Wayne?" 

"Yes?" It was Sawyer's voice. He had 
moved to another bush. Summersill heard 
the click of the .45 hammer as Sawyer let 
it go forward slowly. The two men came 
face to face. 

"It's a good thing you spoke up when you 
did," Sawyer said. "I thought you were a 
Chinese, and if you had taken one more step, 
I would have blasted your guts out." 

"That's all right,” Summersill said. “I 
was just getting ready to cut your throat.” 

The house blocked the way ahead. The 
only way around it appeared to be through 
rushing waters of the creek. Sawyer and 


- Summersill scrambled down the steep bank 


and plunged into the cold thigh-deep water, 
stumbling across rocks and boulders. Sum- 
mersill could feel water trickling into his 
boots. He knew it would be frozen solid in 
a matter of minutes. 

When they reached the opposite bank, they 
scampered up through the rocks, found a 


trail that followed the lip of the bank, and 
hurried down it. They had not gone far 
when they saw a Chinese soldier walking 
up the opposite bank of the creek. They 
stopped and crouched in the shadow of a 
rock, watching the soldier make his way’ 
toward the house. 

When he had disappeared from view, 
Sawyer and Summersill got up and hurried 
on. They were rounding a bend when they 
spotted a second Communist soldier, this 
time on their side of the creek and coming 
straight up the trail toward them. Both men 
eased back into the shadow of a large tree. 
Summersill pulled out his knife. He made a 
signal to indicate he would tackle the soldier 
low. Sawyer took out his pistol, gripped it 
by the barrel, and motioned that he would 
knock the soldier on the head. They didn't 
want to alert the other soldiers. 

As the Chinese came steadily on, they 
could see that he wore the standard green- 
quilted Chinese Communist Army uniform 
and carried. a Russian submachine gun. 
When he was about 30 feet from the tree, 
he turned abruptly from the trail, climbed 
down the creek side, and skipped through the 
water to the opposite side. 

To avoid Communist soldiers who might 
be using the creekside trail, the two airmen 
cut off to the right and climbed halfway up 
the sloping canyon wall. It was rugged 
terrain and, therefore, less likely to be 
patrolled. They hurried on, searching every- 
where for a cave. After a while, they realized 
that the ridges were not as steep. Ahead, the 
flat canyon floor seemed to blend in gradu- 
ally with the ridge slopes. At last, they were 
coming out of the mountains into the flat- 
lands. 

The snow was thinning out. In some 
places, the earth was entirely bare. Summer- 
sill became aware of the transition in a 
painful way: while tramping through the 
relatively soft snow, he had felt little pain 
from his frozen feet. But, as the snow 
thinned, and they moved on frozen ground 
for long periods, the sensation of walking on 
slits returned. 

"We've got to find a place and thaw out 
my feet," Summersill said. "I just can't go 
on much farther like this." 

"Well, maybe we ought to go back to 
the creek where the going is easier." 


HE two men circled back down toward the 

creek—now a river more than 100 yards 
wide—to pick up the trail. As they came 
down out of the ridges, they saw a Korean 
farm just ahead. They threaded their way 
through the frozen ponds of a rice paddy. 
They Sawyer stopped. “Clem,” he whispered. 
“Across the creek. Communist soldiers !” 

“Where?” Clem asked. He seemed unable 
to focus his eyes. 

“Right over there. About half a dozen of 
them. They have burp guns. They must be 
guerrillas. They seem to be headed back 
toward the mud house.” 

“Well, let’s get the hell out of here.” 

“Wait! There’s a potato bed. Let’s try to 
get into it.” 

Sawyer led the way to a Korean potato 
bed, a large hole in the ground covered over 
by a thatched straw roof that protruded two 
or three inches above the surface. They 
pulled on the straw cover. It would not 
budge. It was frozen in place. 

“We better keep moving,” Sawyer said, 
“or we'll attract attention.” 


They struck off down the trail, one behind 
the other, bent over and walking slowly. 
Their clothes were dirty and torn. Their 
faces were bearded and filthy. They hoped 
that from a distance, the guerrillas would 
take them for two old Korean peasants 
trudging down the path. Sawyer kept one 
hand inside his jacket on his .45. 

The ruse was successful. The guerrillas 
did not appear concerned. Soon the Chinese 
were out of sight. At the same moment, the 
airmen spotted a small, windowless mud 
house about 100 yards up the slope from the 
trail. 

Pausing briefly at the rear of the house, 
they split up, going around in opposite direc- 
tions. They met in front of the house. Then, 
with weapons drawn, they rushed through 
the opening that served as the door. There 
was nothing in it except a feeding trough. 
The “house” was actually a Korean barn. 

They searched the dirt floor for some- 
thing to eat and found several kernels of 
corn but, otherwise, nothing. “The cheap 
cows even ate all the salt block,” Sawyer ob- 
served, as he looked through the feed trough. 


SUMMERSILL suggested that they move 

on to the farmhouse itself, a few hundred 
yards down the trail. "We can get warm and 
get something to eat." 

Sawyer was thoroughly exhausted. He did 
not want to move. "I'm staying right here, 
Clem. I'm not moving another step. If the 
Communists come, I'll fight it out." 

Summersill got up and looked out the 
opening. It was now completely daylight. He 
could see for miles across the Korean coun- 
tryside. “Wayne!” he said, suddenly. “There 
are some Communists in the woods over 
there. Look!” 

Sawyed jumped up and whipped out his 
.45. “Where?” he asked. 

"Over there." Clem pointed to a nearby 
patch of trees. 

"Get back," Sawyer said, wide awake. 
“That patch of trees probably contains a 
command post. No use staying here. They 
probably walk right by this barn all day 
long going from trail to the trees." 

They waited a few minutes. Then, with 
Sawyer leading, they struck off down the 


slope toward the trail, walking at a slow 
pace, with heads bowed, posing again as 
Korean peasants. Summersill quietly con- 
gratulated himself for getting Sawyer out 
of the barn. He did not feel guilty about the 
lie. He sincerely believed that if they did not 
get to the house, they would both die. 

They branched off the trail and walked 
toward the thatch-roofed mud farmhouse. 
Sawyer ducked behind a large tree about 40 
feet from the front door ; Summersill walked 
up to the side of the house and knelt down 
among several shocks of straw. With his 
ear against the mud wall, he could hear 
voices inside the house. 

After a few seconds, Summersill reached 
around the corner of the house and knocked 
on the door. Now he could hear the voices 
inside babbling in low tones, apparently dis- 
cussing the knock. Finally, an old Korean 
with a white beard and a fez hat stuck his 
head outside. Summersill grabbed the man 
by the neck with both hands, and literally 
jerked him through the door and around the 
corner of the house. He forced him to squat 
down in the straw. Summersill did not want 
anyone inside the house to see him just yet, 
and he did not want to attract attention from 
the outside. 

While the old man watched nervously, 
Summersill took out an Air Force “pointee- 
talkie,” a device containing 15 or 20 sen- 
tences, to be used in such emergencies. Sum- 
mersill jabbed a finger at the sentence that 
read: “I am here to help the Korean people.” 
The old man did not seem to understand. 
Summersill pointed to another sentence. It 
read: “I am an American aviator.” The old 
man looked blank. 

Summersill then spoke to the old man in 
broken Japanese. The Korean’s eyes lit up 
faintly. Then, half in Japanese and half in 
sign language, he explained that he did not 
know how to read. He told Summersill he 
would go back inside the house and get 
someone who could. Summersill immediately 
suspected a trap. He looked toward the tree 
where Sawyer was hiding; then he turned 
the old man loose and signaled to Sawyer. 

Sawyer, with .45 held ready, stepped from 
behind the trees into the open, facing the 
door. He made signs to indicate that he would 


“Vil bet the navigator's catching hell!” 


start blasting the instant the first Commu- 
nist soldier came out. Summersill nodded, 
then waved his knife, indicating that he 
would rush from the side. Then they waited. 
Summersill could hear the voices inside the 
house jabbering excitedly. 

After about five minutes—it seemed like 
hours—the door cracked open. Summersill 
tensed. A Korean man about 40 years old 
stepped around the corner. He seemed 
friendly. Summersill put away his knife. If 
the man was sympathetic, he did not want 
to appear hostile. Unseen, Sawyer stepped 
back behind the tree. 

Summersill took out his pointee-talkie 
again. The Korean looked at it, shook his 
head, then pointed to his eyes. He apparently 
needed glasses. He would go back inside to 
get them. Summersill let him go, then once 
more alerted Sawyer. The two men once 
again braced for a rush of Chinese soldiers. 
In a few minutes, the Korean came out alone, 
wearing glasses. 

Summersill gave him the "pointee-talkie" 
and again jabbed at the sentence that said: 
“] am here to help the Korean people." The 
Korean nodded his head and smiled as he 
read the sentence in Korean. Then Summer- 
sill put his finger on the sentence that read: 
“I am an American aviator.” At that the 
Korean became very excited. He slapped 


- Summersill on the back, smiled warmly, and 


shook his hand violently. He made signs to 
show that he was sympathetic. 

The Korean pulled Summersill by the arm, 
motioning toward the door. Sawyer stepped 
from behind the tree and walked up, his 
pistol leveled at the Korean. The latter got 
a glimpse of Sawyer out of the corner of 
his eye and turned pale. He jabbered ex- 
citedly, and waved his arms high in the air. 
He was very frightened. Summersill said in 
Japanese, Tamadachi. Tamadachi [friend].” 
The Korean was relieved. Sawyer slipped 
his pistol back in his shoulder holster. The 
Korean slapped Sawyer on the back, pumped 
his hand warmly, then urged both men to 
hurry inside before they were seen by Com- 
munist soldiers. 


HE Korean pushed open the door to the 

house and entered. Before going inside, 
Sawyer and Summersill once again took out 
their weapons. Then they rushed in, quickly 
looking behind the door, into each corner, 
and inside an adjoining room. They found 
only an old Korean woman. 

The airmen felt it was important for their 
safety to make it perfectly clear to the 
Koreans that they were not hostile, and 
that they wanted to become friends. As a 
first step, they sat down on the floor and, in 
accordance with the polite Oriental custom, 
started to take off their boots. When the 
Koreans realized what the two men were 
doing, they rushed forward, shaking their 
heads. They had seen what the tired airmen 
had not—the boots were hopelessly frozen. 
No amount of tugging at the laces would 
undo them. 

The old man bent down and rubbed his 
hands over the ice-coated boots. Then he 
spoke to the woman. She disappeared into 
the other room and returned with a flatiron, 
which she placed inside the habachi, the char- 
coal-burning urn in the center of the room. 
When the flatiron was hot, the old man 
pressed it against the laces of the boots. 


( Continued on page 46) 
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nician's Tools, Precision Instruments, PLUS a factory-made 
APPLIANCE TESTER...a full set of PRACTICAL, professional 
equipment! You use them to conduct over 100 experiments 
..т your Spare Time Work while in training...and in 
your service, repair, and trouble-shooting work later on. 
It is all yours to keep! . 
DON'T LOSE OUT— FIND OUT... we'll rush you our big, 
illustrated OPPORTUNITY BOOK AND ACTUAL LESSON. 
No obligation. It costs nothing to find out. Mail’ coupon 
..DO IT NOW! 


FUN TO STUDY TOGETHER. 
NATIONAL (£i SCHOOLS () 


WORLD-WIDE TRAINING SINCE 1905 


MAIL NOW TO 
National Technical Schools, Dept.6C-30 
4000 S. Figueroa St., Los Angeles 37, Calif. 
Please rush FREE Book and Actual Lesson checked i 
below. No obligation. No salesman will call. 
l (CHECK ONE ONLY) 
D “My Future in Air Conditioning, Refrigeration 
& Electrical Appliance" Book 
Г О “Му Future т TV-Radio-Electronics” Book 
“My Future т Auto-Mechanics & E Book 
Г Мате a ааай 
Addregs- X E ЕЕ. 
City ae ЧЕ S Toe- State = cc 
Check here if interested ONLY in Resident Training at Los Angele at Los Angeles. 
1 VETERANS: Give date of discharge 
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LAST 
MARRIED HAPPINESS CAN 
FOREVER WITH THESE 


70 Simply Written Frank Chapters for All Ages! 


Readers of this all-complete book (one of the larg- 
est on married sex practice) have learned so much 
more than they thought possible! Practically every 
type of married sex problem and every age is in- 
dividually treated. Shows how to carry out the 
detailed instructions. Experience the supreme sat- 
isfaction of a longer, happier married sex life and 
abolish the dangers of wrong sex notions. 150,000 
illuminating words help establish the necessary 
desired cooperation between husband and wife. 
One of the most up-to-date books, the latest im- 
provements, methods, etc., that should be knöwn. 
This treasure is yours now for only $2.98 (orig- 


inally $6.00). 


Partial Contents of 
“Ideal Sex Life" 


• Modern methods of sex hy- 
giene — for male and fe- 
male sex organs. 

* Latest sex discoveries for 
improving sexual practice. 

• Role of husband and wife 
in the sex act. 

• Reactions -of man amd 
woman compared. 

* The perfect sex act. 

• Step by step plan for wed- 
ding night and honeymoon. 

© Avoiding harmful mistakes 
of newlyweds and older 
married couples. 

» “Rejuvenation treatments” 
for increasing sex potency 
of man and woman. 

e What causes the sexual 
urge. 

• Sex attraction and art of 
courtship for woman, man. 

• Modern art of mutual sex 
satisfaction. 

• Natural birth control. 

* Foreign sex practices. 

« Attaining Pregnancy. 

* Ideal sex techniques and 
methods for satisfactory 
sex act. 

• Overcoming frigidity in 
women. Е 
• Preventing dangers of chil- 

dren's sex life. — 

• Art of love for different 
ages and types of men 
and women. $ 

• Advice for aged married 
people. 

e Attaining the greatest 
satisfaction in sex life. 
• 4 kinds of sexual satis- 

faction. 

e Avoiding too much or 
too little sex life. А 

• Overcome physical hin- 
drances for ideal sex 
practice. 

« Avoiding dangerous sex 
relations. 

• Degeneracy facts of sex. 

• The male and female sex 
organs. 

e Strengthening man's sex 
virility and sex control 
towards ideal mutual cli- 
max. 

• Importance of caresses, 
embraces for ideal sex 
life. 


Wi 
FREE Picture Book 
317 Illustrations 
With order of ''The Ideal 
Sex Life" we give you 
FREE "Picture Stories of 
the Sex Life of Man and 
Woman.” 317 illustrations 
with detailed explanations 
of the sexual side of the 
human body. * 
* Natural birth control 
charts. 
• Facts to know on 
bridal night 
* Sex organs illustrated 
and explained. 
* Women's change of 
life, menstruation. 
• Calendar showing days 
of Fertility — Sterility. 
* How sex system of 
man and woman works. 
• Тһе structure of fe- 
male breasts. 
• Pictures how pregnan- 
cy takes place. . 
• How sex vitality is pro- 
duced in man, woman. 
• Unusual cases, and 
hundreds more... 


e Sources of Disease. 

• Sex act regarding change 
of life, pregnancy. 5 
• The problem of self-satis- 

faction. ^ 

• Sexual Case Histories. 

eHow to treat abnormal 
cases. 

«Art of choosing a mate 
for ideal married sex 
life. У 

e Plus many more enlighten- 
ing chapters—every one 
in simple frank words! 
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Read Both Books Without Buying 


by enclosing only $2.98 with cou; 


( ) Check here if you desire to save delivery costs 


l 

| VALA PUBLISHING CO., Dept. $-200 

| 220 Fifth Avenue, New York 1, N. Y. 

1 Май me “THE IDEAL SEX LIFE" in plain wrap- 
per marked “personal,” with FREE GIFT ($7.00 

1 VALUE COMPLETE). I will pay postman $2.98 

1 plus postage on delivery. If not satisfied within 5 

1 days, І сап dee and money will be re- 
funded. I am over 21. 

| 

| Address. 

| City. z State. 

1 


m under same 


money back guarantee. Canada, No C.0.D. Send $3.50 
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(Continued from page 43) 


Gradually the ice melted. Sawyer’s boots 
came off easily. Summersill’s were frozen to 
his socks and had to be cut in several places. 
The socks had to be “ironed” to unfreeze 
them from his feet. 

Once the boots were off, Sawyer carefully 
inspected Summersill’s feet. He could see ice 
crystals under the surface of the skin. There 
was no doubt that they were frozen solid. 
The brittle feet reminded him vaguely of 
two pieces of beef that had been in a freezer 


for a long time. He noted that the skin of 


one heel had been ripped off, apparently 
while rolling off the socks. He told Sum- 
mersill to take two of the sulfa tablets in 
the first-aid kit, to guard against gangrene. 

The old man got a large bundle of loose 
cotton and a bottle of oil. He sat down and 
carefully spread the oil over their feet, then 
wrapped them with the loose cotton. Then 
he spoke in Korean to the old woman. She 
looked pained and hesitated. He barked at 
her sharply, and she fairly flew into tlie other 
room and retuprned with a brand-new, white 
Korean shirt. He promptly ripped it into 
bandages, which he wrapped around the out- 
side of the loose cotton. 

“These people seem to know a lot about 
frostbite,” Sawyer said. “I guess the cotton 
is to keep our feet-warm and keep us from 
bruising them, which you can do easily while 
they are frozen. The oil is to keep the cotton 
from sticking to the frozen part.” 

Meantime, the old woman had been pre- 
paring food. First, she brought the airmen 
two bowls of steaming celery broth. This 
was followed by two heaping bowls of rice 
and cups of hot tea. As they ate, they told the 
Koreans—through the help of the pointee- 
talkie and sign language—who they were and 
how they happened to have been shot down 
behind enemy lines. They stressed that they 
had been doing verything possible to try to 
rid the Korean countryside of Communist in- 
vaders. 


FINALLY, when they felt that they had 
the confidence of the Koreans, Summer- 
sill pointed to the sentence on his pointee- 
talkie that said: “Please find someone who 
can speak English and who can help us.” The 
younger Korean got up and nodded. He put 
on his coat«and hat, and then he was gone. 

Summersill’s feet were beginning to hurt. 
Every muscle in his body ached. He was 
so sleepey that he could hardly hold his eyes 
open. Within seconds, he rolled over on the 
warm floor and was asleep. Sawyer sat 
against the wall facing the door with one 
hand inside his. jacket on his .45—just in 
case. But several minutes later he, too, was 
sound asleep. The Korean woman covered 
both of them with blankets. 

When Summersill regained consciousness, 
he heard the sound of gruff, Oriental voices. 
The first thought that flashed through his 
mind was: Communist soldiers! The young 
Korean has betrayed us. He was so fright- 
ened that he could not open his eyes. He lay 
on the floor waiting for the slam of the 
rifle bullet, wondering vaguely if there was 
a way out. 

After a few minutes he opened his eyes. 
Standing over him were two soldiers dressed 
in GI field fatigues. Summersill blinked, and 
then recognized the soldiers as South 
Korean. One man was à first lieutenant, the 


other a sergeant. Each held à carbine slung 
over his arm. They were arguing in Korean. 
Summersill rolled over on his back and 
shouted, “Hey, boys. I thought you were 
Chinese." He started to get to his feet. 

The South Korean lieutenant smiled, and 


` said, “Take it easy." He pushed Summer- 


sill back on the floor and cautioned him not 
to try to get up. "You might bruse your 
feet." 

Summersill knew he ought to be terribly 
happy, and, in a way, he was, but somehow 
he could not express it. He shook the lieu- 
tenant's hand warmly. His tired eyes said 
the rest. He fired questions: “How did you 
get here, by foot, jeep, or helicopter? How 
many of you are there? How did you find 
us? How far are the front lines?" By then 
Sawyer was awake, plying the sergeant with 
questions. But the sergeant did not speak 
English. . . . 


THE ROK told this story: The Korean 

civilian had run 12 miles to the front and 
had made contact with the ROK’s. The 
ROK's set out immediately in a jeep through 
enemy lines toward the house. They traveled 
as far as they could in the jeep—eight miles 
—and then parked it and came the rest of 
the way on foot. Although the area was 
heavily infiltrated by Communist guerrillas, 
they had avoided detection qn the way in. 
The lieutenant explained that he was very 
anxious to start back because it was getting 
dark. 

While the ROK talked, the two Korean 
men made crude stretchers from quilts and 
poles. Summersill and Sawyer lay down on 
the stretchers. Then they bade farewell to 
the old Korean woman, on whom they be- 
stowed a token gift: the sewing kit from 
the emergency vest. She waved farewell, 
and then the group, joined by several friendly 
Koreans who had been waiting outside the 
house, set off toward the jeep, four miles 
away. 

'The younger Korean and a friend carried 
Summersill’s stretcher. The ROK sergeant 
and another Korean carried Sawyer. The 
lieutenant walked ahead, watching for Com- 
munist guerrillas. He found them soon across 
the wide river. They fired burp guns and 
Russian rifles, but the aim was poor, the 
distance great. 

The lieutenant waved.the stretchers off 
the trail and, when the airmen were safely 
under cover, returned the fire. Soon the guer- 
rillas ceased firing, and the party resumed 
its hurried pace. They encountered several 
móre Communist guerrillas who fired ran- 
dom shots across the river. Each time the 
Korean lieutenant 'skillfully returned the fire 
and dissuaded the guerrillas from taking 
further action. 

Two hours later the group arrived-at the 
jeep, which had been parked off the trail and 
camouflaged. 

Just before dark, the jeep reached a UN 
outpost. It was an advance element of the 
5th ROK Division. By then, both Summer- 
sill and Sawyer were heavily doped with 
morphine that the ROK lieutenant had 
brought along. However, they regained con- 
sciousness long enough to say good-bye to 
the friendly Korean civilians. Summersill 
reached in his pocket where he had 40,000 
Korean won (equivalent then to about ten 
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Your big opportunity to 
walk into Something Good! 


Wouldn't you be happier with a job that not only is secure and highly paid, but also 
offers a splendid opportunity to go in business? The fast-growing refrigeration and 
air conditioning industry meets this requirement. It can use 20,000 newly-trained 
mechanics every year. If needs you. Refrigeration is so widely used in the home, in 
industry, and in transportation, that opportunities exist almost everywhere. You 
may become established right in your own community. For complete information 
on how to get into this lucrative field, fill out and mail coupon. 


Enjoy the prestige of a service engineer 


Few colleges offer courses in air condition- 
ing. Therefore, industry chooses its service 
engineers from the ranks of well-trained tech- 
nicians. What a wonderful way to gain pro- 
fessional status—and greater income—without 
benefit of a college degree! 


ONLY CTI SENDS PARTS 
ANO TOOLS TO BUILO A 
CONDENSING UNIT! 


CTI has the practical way to train you for 
success in Refrigeration — Air Conditioning 


As in anything else, there are short-cuts to getting ahead. In the refrigeration 
field, the short-cut is CTI Home Training. There is no other training like it. 
Only CTI home study is practical. Only CTI sends all parts and tools to build 
the condensing unit illustrated at right. You run many experiments—go through 
the trouble-shooting and repair techniques you'll encounter on the job. 


How CTI students earn money as they train 
Many students, after a few lessons, earn extra cash by 


Mey YOU PRACTICE WITH. 
=| 25 BIG KITS 


installing and fixing refrigeration and air conditioning 
units. Some work evenings and weekends for local 
dealers; others establish service routes which include 
restaurants, motels, meat markets, supermarkets, etc. 
This is possible because CTI training is practical— 
equips the student to do field work. CTI training can 
pay its way—start you in business while you're still a 
student! Others have done it. You can too! 


PROOF! Read these letters from CTI men 


“Im in the refrigeration business for my- 
self now. I earn nearly double what I used 
to. During my training, I made enough to 
pay my tuition.”—Alfred Helm, Ky.... 
"T've started a business and it's a success." 
—Otto Degner, Canada ...“Т am in busi- 
ness for myself. I am building a nice trade 
doing service work."—Paulie Waters, Tex. 
-.. “I applied for a job to install air con- 
ditioners in autos and got it."—Richard 
Vinet, La....‘Your refrigeration training 
helped me get repair jobs after only twelve 
of your lessons."—Frank Green, W. Va. 


Expect the best— and get it! 


Your career is in safe hands when you rely 
on CTI for a technical education. This pro- 
gressive institute, which specializes in home 
study, was the first to offer kits to build a 
condenser. CTI lessons are kept up-to-date, 
well illustrated, understandable. You get bet- 
ter and more intensive training through CTI. 
Mail coupon and sée for yourself! 


FIRST GET THE FACTS— THEN DECIDE 


Mail Coupon Today for 2 Free Booklets 


COMMERCIAL TRADES INSTITUTE . 
Accredited by National Home Study Council 


CHICAGO 26, ILLINOIS 


You gain experience as you train, 
because you learn by practicing. You get 
mechanic's tools and special equipment 
(left), as well as all parts to assemble a 
heavy-duty, commercial-type, !4 h.p. 
condensing unit (above). Then you can 
build a refrigerator, air conditioner, 
freezer or milk cooler. 


New auto air conditioning field is 
loaded with business opportunities 


Each year over 500,000 autos are equipped with air 
conditioners. Experts say the figure should double 
in a few years. There's a severe shortage of techni- 
cians. Strong need in many areas for repair shops, 
too. Sell, install and service auto air conditioners 
for top profit! Go in business for yourself. 


Invest a postage stamp in your future — Mail coupon 


There are more refrigerators than autos, TV sets, radios or washing 
machines in America. The field is big and uncrowded, with less compe- 
tition for the rewarding jobs. It offers a challenge to the younger man 
in search of a future... and dignified work to the older man who craves 
security..Let CTI send you its opportunity booklets. They contain vital 
information about the industry and CTI training. Then decide if the 


Pee В БЕГ Я ONUS oO AR RR USE ERE GT 
BCOMMERCIAL TRADES пият Ld 


B] 1400 GREENLEAF AVENUE 
CHICAGO 26, ILLINOIS DEPT. R-686 
Send catalog, Success in Air Conditioning & Refrigeration, and 


i Lesson Sample. Both FREE. 


LAW TRAINING 
FOR BUSINESS 
(In spare time at home) 
Earn LL. B. Degree 


Thousands of men and women who never 
intend to practice Law are studying it in 


spare time at home as an aid to business · 


advancement. 

Today Law is involved in practically every 
business decision. In many lines of work it is 
almost indispensable. Law training develops 
keen, clear, quick, correct and decisive 
thinking. 

You can study LaSalle's American Law 
and Procedure right in the privacy of your 
own home— progressing as rapidly as your 
time and ability permit. For more than 50 
years we have helped over 1,400,000 ambi- 
tious people get ahead in the business world. 


A MOST UNUSUAL LAW LIBRARY 


This training includes the 14-volume LaSalle 
Law Library— AMERICAN LAW AND 
PROCEDURE--that is the basis of all our 
instruction service. This library has been 
compiled by leaders іп the field of Law. It 
covers the whole field in an orderly and 
simple manner that is easy to learn and 
understand. Collateral reading and printed 
lectures, furnished at regular intervals, sup- 
plement the texts. Law instructors personally 
supervise your program. Under the LaSalle 
method you learn by actually solving legal 
problems—not just memorizing rules. 


WRITE FOR TWO FREE BOOKS 
Send the coupon below TODAY and find 
out how you can qualify for the many fine 
openings available to the law-trained man. 
In our FREE books "Law Training for 
Leadership" and “Evidence” you will find 
answers to your questions about the study 
of Law and the LaSalle method. 


Accredited Member, National Home Study Council 


MAIL COUPON TODAY 


LA SALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


A Correspondence Institution 
417 S. Dearborn Street DEPT. L681 Chicago 5, III. 


Please send me, FREE, “Law Training for Leader- 
ship" and “Evidence.” 
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dollars). He got out the pointee-talkie and 
pointed to the sentence that said, “I will re- 
ward you." The Koreans refused to take 
Summersill's money. The airmen took their 
names and made arrangements for them to 
receive other remuneration. 

At a ROK medical aid station, the airmen 
were taken off the jeep and placed on pallets 
on the floor of a building. Small Korean 
children came to look at the strange Ameri- 
cans. They gave them pieces of their candy 
and two eggs. Summersill tried to smile, but 
his face was drawn and ached. Then he 
mumbled in Japanese: "You're very kind; 
thank you very much." Tears filled his eyes. 

An American ambulance took them to a 
U.S. aid station in Punggni, where they 
were unloaded and fed "homemade biscuits," 
beef sandwiches, and hot coffee. On the front 
nearby, a fire-fight was in progress. There 
were several wounded GI's in the aid sta- 
tion, one of whom came over to Summersill, 
looked him in the eye, and said, “Boy, Lieu- 
tenant, you look like hell.” 

In Tokyo they were confined to a hospital. 
Within a few days, Sawyer was up and 
about. He lost only a tiny piece of his big 
toe. He was later assigned to an Army unit 
that specialized in briefing men on how to 
survive behind enemy lines. 

Summersill was flown to Walter Reed 
Hospital in Washington. There, in order to 
save his life, both feet were amputated. 

The worst part about the experience for 
Summersill was the fact that with the am- 
putation, he lost not only his opportunity to 
fly fighters, but also his right to serve as an 
officer in the USAF. As he well knew, there 
were no double amputees on duty in the Air 
Force; none had ever flown a plane. 


While still in the Hospital, he began look- 
ing around for a civilian job to supplement 
the disability pension he would receive on 
discharge. In record time, he was hobbling 
around with new artificial feet, determined 


- to make a good show of it. 


One day a young Air Force aviation cadet, 
badly hurt in an auto accident, was brought 
to Walter Reed and put in a private room. 
Summersill pushed his way into the isolated 
room a few days later and started up a con- 
versation with the cadet. With great aston- 
ishment, he learned that he was Hoyt S. 
(*Sandy") Vandenberg, Junior, son of the 
Chief of Staff of the Air Force. 

As weeks passed, Summersill and young 
Vandenberg became good friends. They 
talked of flying, Vandenberg hoped that his 
injuries would not—as Summersill’s had— 
deprive him of flying status. Summersill told 
Vandenberg of his experiences and how 
badly he hated to leave the Air Force to go 
back to civilian life. 

One night, several weeks later, Summer- 
sill stopped by Sandy's room. He noticed 
that the door would not open fully. It seemed 
to be pushing against something. Summersill 
peeped around it and looked squarely into 
the face of Sandy's father, General Hoyt 
Vandenberg. 

Sandy introduced them and told his father 
about Clem's escape and how much he wanted 
to stay in the Air Force. 

The result was that a desk job was found 
for Summersill in the Air Force, and General 
Vandenberg personally dictated a special 
order permitting a double amputee to remain 
on active duty. 

Not long afterward, Summersill married 
a former Army nurse. By then, he had become 
so proficient with his artificial feet that he 
could even fly a plane. ... " 


yiii. 
Maria Cobham listened and learned. 
Through half a dozen sea fights she stood 
unflinching at her husband’s side. It was her 
way to lay eight charged pistols along the 
combing of the cabin trunk, and in the height 
of battle her marksmanship was deadly. Nor 
did she shoot at the sailors swarming in the 
waist of a prospective prize. Obedient to 
her husband’s instruction, her fire was re- 
served for officers, and it was in no small 
degree responsible for the ease with which 
the Jolly Companions overcame and captured 
vessel after vessel, killing all crews and scut- 
tling all ships. 

It may be assumed that, as a female pirate, 
Maria Gobham graduated when she captured 
the bark Manchester Maid. Also, appro- 
priately, the first cold-blooded, sword-in- 
hand murder she committed had, as its imme- 
diate object, the procurement of clothing. It 
happened thus: 

Despite her apparent fragility, Maria Cob- 
ham’s grip was firm and her wrist strong. 
She wielded a sharp, medium-weight sword 


Two-Ocean 
Vice Fleet 


Continued from page 35 


tailored to-her strength and stature, and she 
would allow no one to touch it. She edged 
and pointed it herself, and the old grind- 
stone in the well deck of the Jolly Com- 
panions creaked and whirred as she drove 
the treadle, grinding a razor edge on her 
blade and a needle point. As the Jolly Com- 
panions bore down on the bark Manchester 
Maid, Maria stood, sword in hand. The fight 
was short, sharp and successful; in 15 min- 
utes Maria and Eric stood on the decks of 
the Manchester Maid and contemplated their 
handiwork. 

“You, sir!” Maria’s voice suddenly rang 
out, her words directed toward a young lieu- 
tenant who, had escaped the slaughter. He 
was now being herded with the rest of the 
Maid's crew at the break of the poop. He 
wore a resplendent coat of blue and silver 
with flaring lapels, white breeches, and he 
was just about Maria's size. 

"You will stripl" she informed him 


(Continued on page 50) 


A NEW SERVICE FOR YOU 
Questions and Answers 


What is it—Best Car Buys is a listing service . . . a publication 
which is sent you every six weeks. It is an organized effort to 
bring to you from hundreds of sources throughout the United 
States a list of new and used cars that you may purchase at 
dealers wholesale or below . . . it is an organized effort to 
screen from thousands of current wholesale buys the very best 
ones and present them to you in published form, describing 
the саг... the equipment . . . the price . . . the address of 
the seller and complete instructions for buying wholesale. 


But how can | buy wholesale . . . | am not a dealer! True, 
many of these cars can be bought only through a licensed 
dealer so we have arranged fdr a licensed dealer to buy them 
for you. You will be given a registered number and card which 
will be submitted each time you wish to make a purchase . . . 
it’s as simple as that. 


What type of cars will I be able fo buy wholesale! Practically 
every make and model . . . NEW and USED . ... American and 
Foreign . . . New cars ordered to your specifications . . . Used 
cars from the 1950 models through the 1959's . . . sedans, 
hardtops, wagons, convertibles, trucks, even cars from over- 
seas . . . direct to you. 


Where do ihese cars come from! The giant auto wholesalers 
who sell large volumes of cars to the used car dealers... 
private company fleets who sell every one or two years... 
distressed new and used car dealers who must reduce inven- 
tory . . . car leasing agencies . . . car rental agencies who 
may sell a car after four months of use but usually affer ten 
fo twelve months. Federal, State, County and City agencies 
who dispose of cars by bid . . . fleet brokers. 


What is wrong with these cars . . . they are so cheap! What at 
first may seem like a gimmick can be explained if you under- 
stand the sound business principle behind these prices. First 
of all, remember these are not retail prices, in fact many are 
below the average wholesale and are excepfional buys for the 
car dealer as well as for you. These cars are normally sold 
only to the car dealer for resale on his lot and if you didn't 
know how and where to buy direct you might end up buying 
one of these same cars from his lot and be paying him a 
profit instead of making one for yourself. The fact that you 
can buy some of these cars below their actual wholesale value 
is not because they are wrecked or damaged but because they 
are usually Нее! cars and are sold under a different system 
than the buying and selling of single units. 


As an example let us examine a typical situation where the 
fleet user is an insurance company who buys 300 cars each 
year. To begin with they buy from the dealer who gives them 
the lowest bid . . . these prices are usually $25.00 to $50.00 
over the dealers wholesale. After the company has purchased 
these cars they set up a fax depreciation on each car which 
will allow them to sell this car at the end of one or two years 
for a very small sum compared to ifs current market value 
yet justify this loss or depreciation from a tax standpoint . . . 
this is the first explanation. When the company is ready to buy 
another fleet the dealer who sells the new cars is rarely in a 
financial position or willing to take 300 used cars in trade 
on a gross profit of $25.00 a car. Therefore, the insurance 
company must dispose of their own cars and this is usually 
done through the giant middleman or fleet broker who will 
bid and buy the entire fleet. Since his success is dependent 
on buying and selling as fast as possible . . . so that he can 
release his working capital for future bids . . . he sells price 
.., for he knows that this is the only way he can unload these 
cars fast enough . . . his outlook on the car market is how 
much can he make on his investment in how short a time. . . 
not what the market potential is for a single car. His formula 
is simple . . . he divides the tofal number of cars into total 
price he pays the insurance company and adds a profit suita- 
ble for his risk investment and this is the price all 300 cars 
will be sold for . . . a very democratic action since among 
these three hundred cars some may be driven 9000 miles 
while others may be driven 40,000. You see it will be possi- 
ble for-you to benefit tremendously from this system. 


BUY YOUR NEXT 
CAR WHOLESALE 


CURRENT BEST CAR BUYS 
1960 2-DOOR HARDTOPS* 


CHEV IMPALAS ........:2135 
PONTIAC CATALINAS ... :2262 
OLDS HOLIDAYS .......:2406 
BUICK LE SABRES ......:2375 
FORD GALAXIES ........°2135 


ALSO CORVAIRS, FALCONS, VALIANTS, 
FOREIGN CARS 


BIG FLEET BARGAINS 


1959 FORDS..:950 FULL PRICE 
1958 FORDS.....:350 AND UP 
1958 STUDES .:375 FULL PRICE 


1959 Fords used commercially for 11 months, service records are available for PU car. New tires and 
mileage comparatively low for this type fleet. Well-maintained, excellent buys! This fleet will be sold 
in Oct., Nov., and Dec., as 1960 replacements are delivered to the company. The 1958's were commercially 
used 12-15 months and are available now. Good mechanical condition. Many other thousands of fleet- 
lease-rental cars will become available at wholesale prices during the next 6 months and will be located 
in major cities throughout the U.S. Best Car Buys members are sent lists every 6 weeks showing them 
when and where to buy at these prices. They can buy 1 or 100. Car dealers welcome, too. 


MEMBERSHIP INCLUDES 
1. FULL YEAR'S SUBSCRIPTION TO BEST CAR BUYS (9 issues) 
2. WHOLESALE PURCHASING SERVICE AND MEMBERSHIP 
CARD 
3. WHOLESALE PRICING SERVICE FOR 1960 CARS (YEAR'S 
SUBSCRIPTION FOR AUTO BLUEBOOK) 


(Dur Guaranter 


This service must save you at least ten times its cost on the purchase of a car, listed 
or requested or we will refund you ten times its cost. Dealers excepted. 


BEST CAR BUYS 


41 Union Sq. New York 3, N. Y. Dept.CAG-5 


1960 Membership $5.00 


Full Price 


*Take advantage of the bar- 
gaining power of the many 
thousands of Best Car Buys 
members. Buy your new car 


NAME AGE 
at fleet prices. Above prices 
are F.O.B. Factory prices are| ADDRESS 
slighfly higher in other cities. 
Financing available. Prices| CITY. LONE — STATE 


Enclosed is my $5.00 Membership Subscription Fee, dated 


subject to change. 


Be Your Own 
Art Teacher 


IT'S EASIER THAN YOU THINK! 


a don't have to be a "genius" to break 
into the high-paying art field. Now, 
through our famous simplified course, you 
can learn commercial art, painting, cartoon- 


ing, fashion, TV, etc . . . right at home, in 
your spare time. And all for only 20€ a day! 


No previous Art training needed. You start 
with simple fundamentals — progress rapidly 
through personalized, step-by-step instruc- 
tion. Soon be your own boss. Or earn good 
money as staff artist for advertising agency, 
newspaper, magazine, ete. Even earn while 
you learn. TWO 22-piece art outfits given AT 
NO EXTRA COST. (Estab. 1914.) 
FREE BOOK tells about the opportuni 
ties in Art as a profession or hobby; d 
scribes famous low-cost WSA Course in jj 
detail; also tells of success of our stu- 
dents. Send for it TODAY. No cost or 
obligation. No salesman will call upon 
ix Washington School of Art, Studio 1525 

ort Washington, N. Y. Licensed by N. Y. 
State Education Dept. 


MAIL NOW FOR FREE BOOK 


Washington School of Art l 
| Studio 1525, Port Washington, М. Y. 
| Send me-FREE-your new 36-page illustrated 1 
book, ‘‘Art for Pleasure and Profit." No obliga- 
| tion. No salesman will call on me. | 


ACCORDIONS 52 


IVE DAY FREE TRIAL 
j Try Before You Buy 


Day Free Trial. Double guarantee. 
Trade-ins accepted. Bonus gifts. 
Easy terms, low as $10.00 monthly. 
FREE CATALOG — rush coupon. 


WHOLESALERS OUTLET, De 
2003 W. Chicago Ave., Chicago 22, 


Color Please rush color catalog andspecial discount prices, | 


Catalog 


Rush 
Coupon MZ 


FREE BOOK 


Write today for a FREE сору, ої illustrated law book, 
“THE LAW-TRAINED MAN," which shows how to earn 
the professional Bachelor of Laws (LL.B.) degree through 
home study of the famous Blackstone Law Course: Boo. 

and lessons provided. Moderate cost; easy terms. Write now. 


Blackstone School of Law, 307 N. Michigan Ave. 
Founded 1890 Dept. 704 , Chicago 1, Illinois 


POEMS WANTED 


To Be Set To Music 


Send one or more of your best poems 

today for FREE EXAMINATION. Anv 

Subject. Immediate Consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made E 


CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W.32 St., Studio 384, New York 1 
HYDRAULIC JACK REPAIRS 


Earn While You Learn at Home 
in gas & auto-service stations, 
hops, riggers, factories, farms 

show you HOW—eas: 
what tools to use. EARN 
spare time, in your 
г own business NOW 


wn base- 


ment or gara; tart you 
Write for folder No. СА-5 & freebonusoffer. 


x) 


@ Р.О. Box 50, Bloomfield, N. J. 
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crisply, and under the musket muzzles of the 
pirate crew, and their ready cutlasses, he 
complied. Then, advancing determinedly, 
Maria Cobham ran the man through with 
her sword. It was as simple as that. Gather- 
ing the various items of the dead lieutenant’s 
uniform, Maria disappeared briefly from the 
deck. When she returned she was dazzling 
in blue and silver, her neat legs and trim 
ankles superbly set off by white breeches and 
silk stockings, and this style of uniform she 
wore constantly thereafter, having several 
similar ones stitched up at her first oppor- 
tunity ashore. f 

Lieutenant Blaine, commanding officer of 
HMS Fury, held his hat under his left arm 
and waited for his senior to speak. Old Cap- 
tain Worthwright, seated at his Admiralty 
desk in London, studied the dispatches be- 
fore him another full minute ; then looked up: 

“Lieuenant, I have here 20 reports of prob- 
able piracy on the high seas. Few are veri- 
fied ; the vessels simply disappear with their 
crews. But they disappear in calm weather, 
safe waters, and without apparent reason. 
We suspect one vessel—the cutter Jolly 
Companions. This ship seems to operate out 
of Plymouth. You will take the Fury to that 
area, and make every endeavor to capture 
or sink this cutter. Have you any questions ?" 

"Is the name of the pirate known, sir ?" 

“Yes—and no!” replied the troubled cap- 
tain. "As fantastic asit sounds, it seems to 
be a husband-and-wife combination, and 
we've heard the name of Cobham, although 
that means little or nothing. You may be 
sure they're a bloodthirsty pair, and you'd 
best be on your guard!” 

"T see, sir. I shall do my best." 

The Fury almost—but not quite—caught 
up with the Jolly Companions. Sighting the 
pirate on a late afternoon of moderate winds, 
the Fury sought to overtake. Cobham, how- 
ever, remembering his days as a smuggler, 
mustered his crew with water buckets to 
douse down his lower sails, thus increasing 
their wind-holding capacity. In a prolonged 
race the Jolly Companions slowly pulled 
away from the Fury, and gaining the cover 
of night, eluded her pursuer. But the brush 
had been too close for Eric Cobham's nerves, 
and with the morning he shaped his course 
to cross the broad Atlantic. 


RRIVING off the coast of Block Island, 
Eric Cobham took counsel with his 
pretty wife. The Jolly Companions was 
loaded with loot, and what better place to 
hide it than the bleak shores off which they 
cruised? The treasure, 16,000 gold guineas, 
was buried accordingly—the fact is revealed 
in Eric Cobham's privately printed autobiog- 
raphy—and the treasure has never been 
found. Also, sometime during their American 
stay, the Cobhams abandoned the Jolly Com- 
panions for a larger vessel. Perhaps she was 
one of the fast American clipper ships then 
making their appearance; history is silent on 
this point. 

With their new vessel Eric and Maria lay 
in wait for, captured, looted, and sank three 
ships passing near Cape Breton Island and 
Prince Edward's Island, on the London- 
Quebec run. One was the Liverpool ship 
Lion, and Maria used her master and his 
mates as targets to sharpen her marksman- 
ship. Ordering that the men be chained to 


the windlass, she laid out her eight favorite 
pistols on the cabin trunk and blazed away 
until all were dead. Maria never missed. 

"We're wealthy.” Maria Cobham faced 
her husband in their cabin several months 
after the beginning of their cruise in North 


- American waters, "Why don't we return to 


Europe and retire? You could buy a hand- 
some estate, and we could live the rest of 
our days as respected landowners. I must 
confess I'm a bit tired of living in a ship's 
cabin." 

Eric Cobham was ready for retirement, 
too; so the pair of pirates sailed east, where 
Cobham tried to buy a large estate near 
Poole, England. He was not successful in 
his negotiation, but "while he was ashore 
about this business, his restless wife decided 
to take their vessel to sea for one more 
foray. Commanding in her husband's stead, 
she captured the East Indiaman Lahore 
Prince, and introduced a wholly new tech- 


“Industrials are down 3.44, rails 2.42, and 
utilities .16. Frankly, Pop, I'm worried." 


nique for dispatching the crew. Having them 
mustered in the waist, she served all hands 
with a stew she'd previously liberally laced 
with laudanum. When the last man dropped 
in his tracks, she hove both vessels to, pitched 
the bodies overside, looted and sank her 
prize, and returned to port. : 
From the Duc de Chartres Егіс Cobham 
finally managed to purchase an exquisite 
ocean front estate near Le Havre, France; 
he and Maria sold their piratical craft, and 
moved ashore into lives of respectability. But 
Maria Cobham could never stand the hum- 
drum life of a chatelaine. She became pro- 
foundly depressed, and when Eric accepted 
a post as local judge she seemed to consider 
it a direct challenge to their former life. 
Maria took to wandering alone along the 
gale-swept headlands, and eventually there 
came the day when her cloak was found on 
the shore, together with a half-empty vial 
of laudanum. Her body washed ashore in 
due course. Respectability had proved too 
much for Maria Cobham; in a mood of 
despondency she had ended her life. Eric 
Cobham, however, lived out a long and re- 
spected career as a judge in the local county 
courts. Finally, sensing the approach of 
death, he committed to manuscript the prin- 
cipal details of his pirate days, instructed 
his priest to publish the facts after Cobham’s 
death, and then he died—the epitome of 
wealth and respectability. " 


< о you avoid the use of certain 
words even though you know 

perfectly well what they mean? Have you 
ever been embarrassed in front of friends 
or the people you work with, because you 
pronounced a word incorrectly? Are you 
sometimes unsure of yourself in a conver- 
sation with new acquaintances? Do you 
have difficulty writing a good letter or 
putting your true thoughts down on paper? 


“If so, then you're a victim of crippled 
English," says Don Bolander, Director of 
Career Institute. “Crippled English is a 
handicap suffered by countless numbers of 
intelligent, adult men and women. Quite 
often they are held back in their jobs and 
their social lives because of their English. 
And yet, for one reason or another, it is 
impossible for these people to go back 
to school." 


Is there any way, without going back 
to school, to overcome this handicap? 
Don Bolander says, “Yes!” With degrees 
from the University of Chicago and North- 
western University, Bolander is an author- 
ity on adult education. During the past 
eight years he has helped thousands of 
men and women stop making mistakes in 
English, increase their vocabularies, im- 
prove their writing, and become interesting 
conversationalists right in their own homes. 


BOLANDER TELLS 
HOW IT CAN BE DONE 


During a recent interview, Bolander said, 
*You don't have to go back to school in 
order to speak and write like a college 
graduate. You can gain the ability quickly 
and easily in the privacy of your own 
home through the Career Institute 
Method." In his answers to the following 
questions, Bolander tells how it can be 
done. 


Question What is so important about a 
person's ability to speak and write? 


Answer People judge you by the way you 
speak and write. Poor English weakens 
your self-confidence — handicaps you in 
your dealings with other people. Good 
English is absolutely necessary for get- 
ting ahead in business and social life. 


Don Bolander says: “Now you can learn 


to speak and write like a college graduate." 


Is Your English 
Holding You Back? 


You can't express your ideas fully or 
reveal your true personality without a 
sure command of good English. 


Question What do you mean by a “com- 
mand of English"? 


Answer À command of English means you 
can express yourself clearly and easily 
without fear of embarrassment or mak- 
ing mistakes. It means you can write 
well, carry on a good conversation — 
also read rapidly and remember what 
you read. Good English can help you 
throw off self-doubts that may be hold- 
ing you back. 


Question But isn't it necessary for a person 
to go to school in order to gain a com- 
mand of good English? 


Answer No, not any more. You can gain 
the ability to speak and write like a 
college graduate right in your own home 
— in only.a few minutes each day. 


Question Is this something new? 


Answer Career Institute of Chicago has 
been helping people for many years. 
The Career Institute Method quickly 
shows you how to stop making embar- 
rassing mistakes, enlarge your vocabu- 
lary, develop your writing ability, 
discover the "secrets" of interesting 
conversation. 


Question Does it really work? 


Answer Yes, beyond question. In my files 
there are thousands of letters, case his- 
tories and testimonials from people who 
have used the Career Institute Method 
to achieve amazing success in their busi- 
ness and personal lives. 


NAME 


STREET 


Question Who are some of these people? 


Answer Almost anyone you can think of. 
The Career Institute Method is used by 
men and women of al! ages. Some have 
attended college, others high school, 
and others only grade school. The 
method is used by business men and 
women, typists and secretaries, teachers, 
industrial workers, clerks, ministers and 
public speakers, housewives, sales 
people, accountants, foremen, writers, 
foreign-born citizens, government and 
military personnel, retired people, and 
many others. 


Question. How long does it take for a per- 
son to gain the ability to speak and : 
write like a college graduate, using the 
Career Institute Method? 


Answer In some cases people take only a 
few weeks to gain a command of good 
English. Others take longer. It is up 
to you to set your own pace. In as 
little time as 15 minutes a day, you will 
see quick results. 


Question How may a person find out more 
about the Career Institute Method? 


Answer I will gladly mail a free 32-page- 
booklet to anyone who is interested. 


MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOKLET 


If you would like a free copy of the 32-page 
booklet, How то Gain A COMMAND OF 
Соор Емсілѕн, just mail the coupon be- 
low. The booklet explains how the Career 
Institute Method works and how yow can 
gain the ability to speak and write like a 
college graduate quickly and enjoyably at 
home. Send the coupon or a post card today. 
The booklet will be mailed to you promptly. 


DON BOLANDER, Career Institute, Dept. E-365 


30 East Adams, Chicago 3, Ill. 


Please mail me a free copy of your 32-page booklet. 


CITY 


ZONE—_____STATE. 


Will You Trade 1 Hour a Week 
for BIG PAY-YOUR OWN BUSINESS? 


OPPORTUNITIES WAITING 
Cash in on the nationwide 
shortage — trained locksmiths 
are in demand! Quickly step 
into a big-pay, big opportunity 
job — start a high-profit SHO) 
OF YOUR OWN—add 50% 
100% TO YOUR INCOME 
with easy spare-time earnings. 
Earn Extra Money RIGHT AWAY! 

All Special Tools, Supplies 
Furnished FREE 
Age, education, minor physical 
handicaps don’t matter in this 
growing trade. You can quickly 
qualify ‘as a skilled locksmith. 
Study at home as little as one hour 
a week. Gain practical experience 
through well-illustrated lessons. Do 
real jobs on kar locks, house locks, 
Padlocks and safe locks, under the 
guidance of experts. 

Mail Coupon for 
Free Book 
For a future as your own 
poss or ia a bipi ay job, 
write now for FREE illus- 
trated book! MAIL COU- 
PON NOW! Only school 
of its kind licensed State 
of М. J., accredited Nat'l, 
Home Study Council. 
Approved for Veterans 
Pr Institute; 
Dept. 31 150ParkAve. 
E. Ruthertord, N. . 

— ыыы 

LOCKSMITH INSTITUTE, Dept. 3105 
150 Park Avenue, East Rutherford, N. J. і 
Please send free and without obligation the 
ıllustrated book, “Your Opportunities in Lock- 
smithing.” I understand no salesman will call. 


Pen 


Enjoy security, independence and freedom 
from money worries. Earn up to $65.00 a week EN 
in good times or bad as a Practical Nurse. 


LEARN AT HOME 
IN ONLY 10 WEEKS 
Age, education not important—in a few 
short weeks you should be able to accept A 


D 
| POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
1 ROOM 28F50 — 131 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, ILL. 
i 
i 


Presents... HER FABULOUS 


О [] 
(THE BAREST NECESSITY) 
"THEY'RE THE GREATEST" 
Scandalously brief panties expertly tailor- 
3 ed of sheerest 100% nylon with contoured 
French shadow panel. Maximum comfort 
with minimum coverage—perfect for street 
wear, stage, or photography. 
A TERRIFIC GIFT SET— 
GUARANTEED TO PLEASE! 
Choice of BLACK, RED, WHITE, PINK, or 
BLUE. Order SMALL, MEDIUM, or LARGE. 


Setof3... $3.98 


Give hip measurement for perfect 
fit. (Sorry, no C.0.D.'s at this price) 


‚ЦИ ST. CYR рер. с-1 
806 So. Robertson Bivd., Los Angeles 35, Calif. 


I City. State 
7 
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sive jewelry with him on February 19. Al- 
though the man had given a different name, 
the owner of the shop recognized him as 
someone who had pawned a few articles in 
1948. Checking back through his records, the 
pawnbroker found the man identified as 
J. G. Haigh of Onslow Court Hotel, London. 

It was a simple matter for Inspector Rogers 
to have the fur coat and the jewels posi- 
tively identified as those of Mrs. Durand- 
Deacon. Then, on the night of February 26, 
Haigh was summoned to the Chelsea Police 
Station and asked to explain the suspicious 
evidence. 

Haigh faced Inspector Rogers and smiled. 
“If I told you the truth,” he said, “you 
wouldn’t believe me. It sounds too fantastic 
for belief.” 

And it was almost too fantastic for belief. 
It sounded like the raving of а madman; but 
the greatest horror of all was that John 
George Haigh was not mad. 

"Mrs. Durand-Deacon no longer exists," 
Haigh explained calmly. "She has disap- 
peared completely and no trace of her can 
ever be found. I've destroyed her with acid. 
You'll find the sludge that remains at Leo- 
pold Road. I did the same with the Hender- 
sons and the McSwans. Every trace is gone. 
How can you prove murder if there's no 
body ?" 

That was the challenge Haigh flung at the 


| police. Supremely, arrogantly confident that 


by wiping human beings out of existence, by 
reducing them to little more than mud, he 
could thus escape judgment, John George 
Haigh had made no effort to conceal his 
crimes and was now actually anxious to tell 
all about them. He wanted a chance to glory 
in his achievement. 


HE described how he shot Mrs. Durand- 
Deacon, then drank her blood, and how 
he got her body to decompose in the acid 
bath. The remaining sludge he simply dumped 
in the yard behind the storehouse. As for 
the McSwan family, he had first killed the 
boy, Donald, in 1944, and several weeks later, 
at the beginning of the new year, he mur- 
dered the parents. Then, in 1948, he had 
killed Dr. Henderson and his wife, dispos- 
ing of their bodies in the same efficient way 
that he had used for Mrs. Durand-Deacon. 
A confession is one thing; a conviction is 
another. The truth, as Haigh himself had 
smilingly warned Inspector Rogers, sounds 
too fantastic for belief—and this applies not 
only to the murders but to the events that fol- 
lowed. For as it developed, with an irony 
that staggers the imagination, the discovery 
of the crimes and the identity of the murderer 
were almost a useless achievement. John 
George Haigh stood an excellent chance of 
literally getting away with murder—pro- 
tected by the scrupulously fair principles of 
justice that are embodied in English law. 
These were the principles that stood between 
Haigh and the hangman : 


IMurdered Them All 


Continued from page 21 


The first obstacle confronting the police 
was to prove that murder had been com- 
mitted. As far as the Hendersons and 
McSwans were concerned—five human be- 
ings wiped out of existence—it was impos- 
sible to establish Haigh's guilt. There was 
no lack of circumstantial evidence, including 
forged receipts, powers of attorney and let- 
ters that had been mailed to the few relatives 
these two families had had, but there wasn't 
a shred of evidence to show that the five 
victims were dead. They had been dissolved 
into nothingness. 

The only possibility of establishing the fact 
of murder lay in reconstructing some identi- 
fiable part of the corpse of Olive Durand- 
Deacon. Accordingly, the dirt yard behind 
the warehouse was carefully spaded and 
samples of the soil were brought to the 
Forensic Science Laboratory at Scotland 
Yard. 

After a painstaking examination of the soil, 
laboratory experts succeeded in winnowing 
out a few significant things. They found the 
handle of a red plastic handbag, three false 
teeth, three gallstones, fragments of human 
bone, and lumps of a yellowish substance re- 
sembling melted body fat. 


HIS was not enough. Scotland Yard offi- 

cials were pressing for proof that these 
were not the remains of a human being but 
actually those of Mrs. Durand-Deacon. They 
had one chance, and one chance only, of 
accomplishing this. The three false teeth were 
taken to the murdered woman's dentist, Dr. 
John Satterley, and he positively identified 
them as the ones he had put into his patient's 
jaw. 

Now the police were prepared to go to trial. 
They had overcome one obstacle, and they 
were expecting another—the quest of Haigh's 
sanity. But there was one they could not 
have foreseen, and this was to cause a crisis 
of formidable proportions, one which pitted 
the Law against the Press in a dramatic 
struggle that was played out unknown to the 
public. 

Haigh had been arrested on March 1, 1949. 
Several days prior to his being formally 
charged with murder, London newspapers 
published reports hinting that he had slain 
other people besides Mrs. Durand-Deacon. : 
These articles continued on the day after he 
was charged. Word was sent to the various 
editorial offices that further comment along 
these lines might be viewed as contempt of 
court. 

This didn't stop the papers. The reason for 
their rather uncharacteristic stubbornness in 
such a matter was that, at the time, they were 


‚ caught in a fierce competition for readers. А 


1948 slump in circulation had brought a few 
of the dailies to the brink of disaster, and 
they had resorted to sensationalism in their 
fight to survive. For them, the Haigh mur- 
ders were made to order. 


(Continued on page 54) 


SEND COUPON FOR MY 
FREE OUTFIT! 


Make Money! Just 8 Easy Orders a Day 
Bring You Up to $960 a Month! 


^ From the moment you step into Mason's revolutionary new Ripple Sole shoes, things start to happen. People 
stop you on the street... want to know where they can buy this amazingly different kind of shoe. And there are 
plenty of good reasons why you'll sell Mason Ripple Sole Shoes on sight. First, they are so different. No one ме 
7 ever seen anything like 'ет! These are the shoes that give shock-reducing gliding action . . . forward thrust . 
s ~ every step you take. More comfortable, because they feature Mason's famous Air Cushion innersoles. En 
one wants 'em! 
But Ripple Sole shoes are only one of many exciting new features in the powerful Selling Outfit l'Il send you 
FREE! Using this outfit in the way 17) show you, you can earn as much as $960 EXTRA monthly on just 8 easy orders 
"ia а day ! I'll set you up in a “Shoe Store Business" you can run from home. You'll have no expenses. You'll never 
* have to invest one cent. Yet you keep 100% of the profit! No wonder James Kelly of Ohio made $93.55 selling 
Mason Nationally-Advertised shoes— in a single evening! No wonder C. Tuttle averages $80 a week! It's easy, 
with our way of selling shoes. You need no experience. We carry the stock. We ship the shoes. All you do is show 
the styles, take orders! You get cash, prizes, bonuses! 


210 Fast-Selling Styles To Send Your Profits Soaring! 


It’s easy for you to make money fast, with so many new ideas like the Ripple Sole, amazing Shu-lok 
laceless shoe—plus dozens of time-tested, popularity-proven staple items like water-shedding Sylflex 
shoes, sturdy, comfortable, long-wearing work shoes, steel-toe safety shoes, others! Mason shoes sell 
fast! They're nationally Advertised in magazines read by thousands of people daily! Sell to friends, 
neighbors, folks where you work. Top men make up to $10 an hour—from their very first hour! 


Best “Shoe Store Business" in Town! 
‘ou feature foamy-soft Air Cushion innersoles . . . sturdy steel shanks . . . Nylon 
itching .. . special work soles of Neoprene, Cork, Cushion Neoprene Crepe. Cus- 
mers “repeat” time after time—profits pour in as long as you care to earn cash! 
nd Mason Shoes are never sold by stores—so folks must buy from YOU. You 
n the best "shoe store business" in town, because you draw on a selection of 
ver a quarter million pairs of top quality shoes in sizes from 2 to 15... widths 
| the way from extra-narrow. AAAA to extra-wide EEEE! No need to substitute 
your customers get the size and width they need, in the style they want! 


Here's How You Can START IMMEDIATELY! 
end no money—now or later. Simply fill out and mail the coupon below, and we'll 
sh you FREE Starting Business Outfit worth up to $960 EXTRA MONTHLY CASH 
ROFIT to you! You'll get Kit featuring 210 quick-selling dress, sport, work shoe 
yles for men and women... foolproof Measuring Equipment. . . How-To-Make- 
IG-MONEY Booklet . . . EVERYTHING you need to start making loads of extra 
sh from your first ‘hour. Act today, because Mason's amazing Ripple Sole 
hoe is new—exciting—in big demand! Rush coupon Now! 


WORKERS WANT MASON ON-THE-JOB SHOES! 
NOW THEY CAN BUY THEM FROM YOU! 


Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin (Since 1904) 


RUSH MY FREE OUTFIT! 


Mr. Ned Mason, Dept. F-889 5 

Mason Shoe Mfg. Co., Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin 

You bet | want to earn as much as $960 EXTRA MONTHLY CASH 
by showing your new Ripple Sole Shoe and 209 other proven 
moneymakers! Rush EVE YTHING I need—FREE and postpaid— 
to start making extra cash at once! 


multiply earnings with quantity 
orders, by specializing in shoe 
YOUR SURE SOURCE _needs.of policemen, postmen, fac- 
OF EXTRA INCOME! tory workers, nurses, waitresses, 
Wherever you go, working people . service station men! We furnish 
are eager prospects for famous sales aids... show you how to get 
Mason Air Cushion extra-comfort the . orders. Don't delay— mail 


on-the-job shoes. That's why so coupon for your FREE Starting Мате о een EIS IE CDU are. сеооа 
many Mason Shoe Gounselors Outfit today! Ра 
ООН SUMO АОН 


ASO] Т SHOE MFG., CO. Dept. F-889 · 


way te 
train ot 
home fox 


BIG-PAY JOBS! 


The amazing new CTI Home. Training Plan is 
so practical it starts you earning spare- 
time money in weeks—mak. 
you an expert auto 
mechanic in months! It 
is better written, more 
clearly illustrated, more 
understandable. It offers 
more up-to-date, 5 
usable knowledge. 
Mail coupon for new 
catalog which tells of _ n 
America's need for 100,000 
mechanics and 25,000 repair 
Big opportunity to earn A 
$3 an hour and more, or to go in business! 


Train by Practicing with Tune-Up Kit & Tools 


m lincluded with training) 
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en 
CTI ds professional Mechanic’s Tools and 
Tune Up it. Instruments include a Com; i 


pression 
"Tester, Vacuum Gauge and Fuel Pump Tester, 

Ignition Timing Light; in portable steel case. 
DIESEL MECHANICS or BODY-FENDER 
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the No. 1 Mechanics School. 
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Send for- Frederick's booklet. Attract the man you 
want by wearing gorgeous dresses,  blouses, lingerie, 
Sweaters, etc. Everything in glamour, designed for male 
appeal. Sizes 10 to 20. Buy now and pay as you 
wear on Frederick's easy credit plan. 


One year subscription, just 254. 


’ 
S Dept. 8082 
430 N. Cahuenga Hollywood 28, Calif. 


NEW 
-22 


6-SHOT 
REVOLVER 


5312.95 


FIRES BOTH .22 SHORT & LONG AMMO. This sensational NEW 6-shot Rosco 
Vest Pocket .22 long revolver would be a tremendous value at 3 times 
its price. Made in W. Germany, it is a tight, well-made, exceedingly 
accurate handgun. Fires easy-to-get Winch., Rem., Western & Peters .22/ 
Long & Short ammo, Features side gate loading, trigger adjustment, ’ 
screw-in ejector rod. Has steel rifled barrel with blade front sights. 
Easy and fun to shoot. Terrific for target shooting, varmint hunting or 
as a home defense weapon. Only $12.95. Leather holster $2.25. 100 rds. 
of .22 short French ball ammo only $1 Shipped FOB Los Angeles, 
express charges collect. Send cash, check ог M.O. COD's require $7.50 
deposit. Satisfaction guaranteed. Purchasers must be 18 years old. Res. 
of L.A. & vicinity, please purchase at our store 


Seaport Traders, Inc., Dept CA-5 
1221 S. Grand Ave., Los Angeles 15. Саһ! 
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On March 4, the Daily Express electrified 
Londoners with a story that ran under the 
headline: “Yard Holding Vampire Slayer?” 
The suspected slayer was never named, but 
this thin subterfuge gave no comfort to Scot- 
land Yard officials. The fact that Haigh had 
drunk the blood of Mrs. Durand-Deacon 
might be offered in evidence at his trial, and 
any newspaper reports along this line could 
be considered as prejudicial to the case. 
English law is strict on this point. 


THAT afternoon an emergency meeting 

was held in the offices of Scotland Yard’s 
legal department. Attorney General Sir Per- 
cival Clarke was present, and so was Sir 
Harold Scott, commissioner of the metropoli- 
tan police. They faced the serious possibility 
that, as a result of the newspaper story and 
others that would follow, the case against 
Haigh might have to be dropped. This would 
not have been a catastrophe if Haigh could 
have been charged with murdering another 


| of his victims. Under the circumstances, 


however, the man would be beyond the reach 
of the law. 

Commissioner Scott drew up a confidential 
memorandum and had his public information 
officer send it to all newspaper editors, warn- 
ing them that any further speculation about 
the Haigh murders would definitely become 
a matter for court action. 

This had the desired effect. Every paper 
respected the commissioner's warning and 
thereafter printed only the information of- 
ficially released. Every paper, that is, but one 
—and the editor of this tabloid later found 
himself summoned to court on contempt 
charges. He went to prison for a stretch of 
three months. 

On July 18, when John George Haigh was 
led into the dock of the Sussex Assizes to be 
tried for murder before Mr. Justice Richard 
Humphreys, the lone chance that remained 
for him to escape the hangman lay in being 
proved insane. In England, under what are 
known as the M’Naughton Rules, a jury is 
confronted with two questions: Did the ac- 
cused know what he was doing? And did he 
know that what he was doing was wrong? 
If the answer to both questions is “Yes,” the 
prisoner is legally sane. 

A single witness testified for the defense: 
Dr. Gregory Putnam, a psychiatrist, stated 
that Haigh suffered from delusions of 
grandeur and therefore did not know he was 
doing wrong when he killed Mrs. Durand- 
Deacon. 

He was cross-examined by Attorney Gen- 
eral Clarke, 

"In your opinion, Dr. Putnam," Clarke 
began, "would you say that the accused knew 
what he was doing when he fired the shot that 
killed Mrs. Durand-Deacon ?" 

“Yes,” said the psychiatrist. “It was a de- 
liberate act." 

"But you believe he didn't know that do- 
ing this was wrong?" 

"A victim of delusions of grandeur fre- 
quently behaves as though he can do no 
wrong." 

“That he is above all law?" asked Clarke. 

"Exactly." 

"Then can you tell us why such a person 
would bother to conceal his crime by destroy- 
ing the body of his victim?” 

Dr. Putnam hesitated. “When you put it 
that way,” he conceded, “I must admit that 


it would seem as though he sought to escape 
being caught.” 

“And would it not be fair to say that he 
wanted to escape capture because he wanted 
to avoid punishment ?" 

"I would think so." 

“Then,” Clarke pressed the psychiatrist, 
"does it not seem that the accused was well 
aware that committing murder was wrong ?" 

"It would seem so," conceded Dr. Putnam. 

Clarke turned to Mr. Justice Humphreys 
and said quietly, “I do not consider it neces- 
sary to call any evidence in rebuttal.” 

It wasn't necessary. At the end of the two- 
day trial, John George Haigh was found 
guilty and sentenced to hang. 

Once the trial was over, London papers 
erupted with stories about the condemned 
man. He was described as a fiend and a 
"beast that walked on two legs." But, as one 
writer pointed out, such labels obscured the 
real horror. They conjured up images of Dr. 
Jekyll and Mr. Hyde—while the truth was 
even more terrifying, precisely ‚because 
Haigh was not like Robert Louis Steven- 
son's famous split-personality character. At 
no time in his life had he ever betrayed his 
twisted mind. He seemed emotionally stable. 
According to business associates and personal 
acquaintances, he had always behaved likea 
gentleman. 


THE true horror of John George Haigh 

was that he murdered like a gentleman. 
He was no Jack the Ripper, no sexual sadist, 
no lover of violence. He was the businesslike 
slayer of the century, a man who was capable 
of making a career out of destroying other 
human beings. His sole weakness was that he 
was inhuman. ; 

In all, Haigh boasted of killing nine people, 
all of whom he had carefully singled out for 
death. But Scotland Yard investigators could 
only verify the murder of six. Despite inten- 
sive police work, no trace could be found of 
the other three he claimed to have slain. 

This pleased Haigh tremendously. He 
bragged that he had destroyed the other three 
victims so perfectly that "they might just as 
well never have existed." With this triumph 
Haigh went to the gallows—smiling. 

“I am cleverer," he told the governor of 
Wandsworth Prison, "than all of them at 
Scotland Yard." и 
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Fish Fight Like Crazy 
To Get at Your Bait! 


Ever drop a baited hook into a school of spawning fish? 
If you've ever done this, you know what happened. In two 
seconds, a hundred frantic, fish churned the water into a 
froth as all these fish went crazy trying to get at your bait. 
Spawning fish will hit an artificial lure so hard they actually 
chip off the paint! Now I've found a way to make fish go 


by CARL HANDEL 


. Now there's a way for you to get all the 
excitement that goes with dropping a baited 
hook into a school of spawning fish. And I 
guarantee that you anpe this thrill any 
time, and in any pond, lake, river or stream 

u care to fish. you need is one drop of 
iquid out of a little bottle I am ready to 
send you to try at my risk. In plain words, 
this liquid is a biotic gland stimulant. 


It is a formula that I got from the Eski- 
mos. imos must catch fish in order to 
live. They can’t depend on luck. They depend 
on a formula. I learned this secret formula 
from them during the years I was a guide in 
the Arctic. But I'll tell you about that later. 


Right now I want to say this: You have 
never seen or heard of anything like my 
formula use nobody else in the entire 
civilized world has it. The Eskimos had 
another name for it, but I call it "Ketchem,"" 
because that is just what it does. And I am 
willing to share my fish-catching method 
with you without your risking one red cent. 
If it doesn't do everything I say it will— 
yes, if it doesn't do even more—then you 
will have a lot of fun FREE. I'll take your 
— for the results you get, no questions 


I want you to put my formula to the 
toughest tests you can think of. After you 
- ха your no-risk bottle of ‘‘Ketchem,” just 

lo this: Go to your favorite -— Spot, 
lake, pond, brook, stream or river. Fish for 
whatever kind of fish you want—trout, bass, 
salmon, perch, crappies, bullheads or any- 
ing else—including deep sea fish. Use any 
kind of bait you prefer—minnows, worms, 
artificial lures. Sit there for one hour. Tabu- 
late the results. NOW, open your "Ketchem" 
bottle and put just one drop on the bait. 
"Toss the bait back in the water and see what 
happens. Within two to four seconds, every 
within 200 feet will streak right to the 
bait. You'll be in for the greatest excitement 
you've ever known as a fisherman. I guar- 
antee this. Remember, you're trying 
"Ketchem" entirely at my risk. 


If you want to see this kind of action right 
before your eyes and without waiting to get 
toa fishin ig spot, do what I did recently on a 
television show. Maybe you saw this show. 
The announcer set out a goldfish bowl with 
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WORKS WONDERS 


"| used 'Ketchem' and it worked won- 
ders,” says L. W. Haines of Jackson, Mich. 
“In a short time | had my limit.” 


ATTRACTS FISH 


“‘Ketchem’ has a highly attractive reac- 

tion to bass." Statement from E. Dean 

NOM, Dept. Natural Resources, State of 
io. 


LANDS RECORD BASS 


“Fished for days without a strike. With 
*Ketchem' on my baited hook, I landed a 
4 pound bass on my third cast—a record 
for the year on Lake Chautauqua.” Ber- 
nard C. Hains, Maysville, N. Y. 


CARL HANDEL 
Fisherman - Guide 

He says, "Fish bite like hungry 

wolves when they get a whiff of 
'KETCHEM' ” 


six goldfish in it. All six fish were either fat 
and lazy or else they were hypnotized by the 
bright lights. They were almost motionless. 
Then I put one drop of "Ketchem" on a 
matchstick and stuck the matchstick in the 
water. It was like PRA a trigger on a loaded 
gun. Instantly all six of those little goldfish 
converged like lightning on the matchstick. 
‘They were so excited they flipped water clear 
out of the bowl. 


Actually there's nothing mysterious about 
the formula that made these dull, torpid fish 
suddenly act like hungry wolves. Basically 
this Eskimo formula is nothing more than 
employing Nature's own way of stimulating 
fish to reproduce. But Nature releases this 
gland stimulating odor only once a year. With 

"Ketchem," you can perform this seeming 
miracle any time and any place. 


"Ketchem" is absolutely harmless to fish. 
It has been tested and dry by CON- 
SERVATION AUTHORITIES IN 44 OF 
THE 48 STATES. Conservation authorities, 
mind you. I have written proof of this on file 


ie that crazy ANY time—any day in the year and in any 
d of water. I've found a way for you to gef your limit, the 
kind of fish you're after while other fishermen come home 
empty handed. Are you willing to let me prove that every 
word I say. is true? Then read how you can try my method 
without risking a single penny of your money. 


in my office. I have had many invitations 
from these same Conservation authorities to 
make up “Кеісһет” in bulk form for them 
to use in State Fish Hatcheries. That's 
because "Ketchem" not only stimulates fish, 
it also accelerates their growth. 

Weli, this is about all I've got to say. Now 
I want you to try "Ketchem" yourself. I 
know that if you try it just once you'll never 
want to fish without it and I'll have a steady 
customer for life. During my years in the 
Arctic, I was a guide for engineer. and pros- 
qux We got a few millionaires too—up 
or the hunting and fishing. I showed them 
the secret of fishing I had learned from the 
Eskimos and one of these men prodded me 
into putting "Ketchem" on the market. He 
thought it was such a boon to fishermen that 
I ought to e my "secret" with others. 
I agreed with him and that's the reason for 
printing the announcement you are now 
reading. 

What about the price of "Ketchem"? 
Primarily, I'm a guide and a fisherman. All 
I know about costs and profits are what an 
accountant told me. He adds up the pri 
of the refined ingredients, the cost of the 
bottles, cartons, handling, wrapping, postage 
and what it costs to run this advertisement 
in the magazine. Then he added a small 
profit for my time and work and came up 
with a price of $2.00. 

So here's what you do. Use the cou 
that's printed down in the corner. Write 
your name and address on it, stick it in an 
envelope with $2.00 and drop the envelope 
in the corner mailbox next time you go out. 
Or, if you want to save $1.00, send me a $5 
bill and ГИ mail you THREE bottles of 
"KETCHEM" worth $6.00. I'll hold your 
money as a deposit until you decide what 

ou want to do. If you find that “Кеёсһет” 
isn't as good or better than I claim, return 
what's left and I'll send back your deposit 
by return mail. If you agree with me that 
this Eskimo formula really does the trick— 
gets you all the fish you can handle—even 
in "fished out" waters—then I'll keep your 
deposit as.payment in full. I'll trust you all 
the way because I've never met a dishonest 
fisherman yet. And you have a full 90 days 
to make up your mind. 

So fill in and mail the coupon right now. 
You'll be glad you did because you've got a 
lot of fishing fun ahead of you. 


CARL HANDEL "KETCHEM," DEPT. E-44, BOX 385, FREMONT, OHIO 
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Dear Mr. Handel: 

"l'Il try "KETCHEM" with the 
understanding that | can do 
so for 90 days at your risk. 
Then if it doesn't live up to 
every single one of your 
claims, | will return the unused 
portion and you will send 
back my money by return 
mail. | can return it any time 
within 90 days and there'll 
be no questions asked. 


Name. 


CARL HANDEL "Ketchem," Dept.E-44, Box 385, Freemont, Ohio 


C] Гот enclosing $2.00 and you are to mail postage ppd. 


[0 I want to save a dollar. Send me postage ppd. THREE (3) 
bottles of "KETCHEM" for which | am enclosing $5.00. 


C] Send "KETCHEM" C.O.D. I will pay ће postman the 
deposit | have checked above plus a few cents postage 
and C.O.D. fee charged by the post office. 
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Earn more from the start! Set up 
Your own profitable business in your 
own home, enjoy steady income, in- 
dependence for de in the booming 
field of FURNITURE CUSTOM 
UPHOLSTERY. 
Right off you start learning with tools, 
complete frames, fabrics and mate- 
rials, ALL included FREE with ME 
Y. State-approved UTS 
You learn skilled Professional є cus 
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ACCREDITED BY У N.H.S.C. 
T UPHOLSTERY TRADES "SCHOOL 


| Dept. МЕ-181-10, 721 Broadway, М. Y. 3, N. Y. — | 
| Please send me FREE book, ‘“Уоиг New Way to a Suc- I 
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Discharges tear gas 5 instantly stop, 
u n and incapacitate the most vicious 
beast. Effective substitute for 
leaves no Permanent inju a 
experience needed. Handle 
le ЕЙ зооп you'll sel 
it ci time. Start n sales net 
$25.00 a da; 
anstration kit 
10 demonstrators and 
Gas Cartridges. NOT SOLD TO MINORS. 
State age with order. 
Hagen Supply Corp., Dept. CASO 
St. Paul 1, Minn. 


EAT ANYTHING 
WITH FALSE TEETH 


EASY TO 
USE STRIPS 


firearms; 
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LOAN OFFICES, 
HOMES 


Trouble with loose plates that slip, rock or cause 
sore gums? Tir Brimms Plasti-Liner. One applica- 
tion паре pines fit snugly en owder, baste 
or cushions. Brimms GA Liner adheres perma- 
nently to your plate; ends the bother of temporary 

LES HD ith plates held firmly by Plasti-Liner, 
You AT ANYTHING! Simply lay soft 
strip va plasti oil on troublesome upper or lower. 
Bite and it molds perfectly. Easy to use, tasteless, 
odorless, harmless to you and your plates. Remova- 
ble as directed. Money-back quere As At your drug 
counter. $1.50 relies for Тр ate; $2.50, бог 2 plates. 
Plasti- Liner, Inc., Dept. CA-6, 1075 Main Street, 
Buffalo 9, New York. 


BRIMMS PLASTI-LINER 
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flickering against i te unwonted blackness 
covering the usually gay nocturnal setting of 
Manila. 

The flames of Cavite were dropping astern 
on the port quarter when Dave once again 
sighted through the pelorus vanes, this time 
at the radio towers on Sangley Point. He 
ordered a course change to the left that 
pointed Perch's snub nose toward the South 
Channel between Limit Point and Corregidor 
Island. Soon they would be in the South 
China Sea with its extreme depths and sud- 
den shoalings. Dave recalled wryly the 
charts dotted with the ominous warning 
"Unsurveyed," and wondered angrily why 
we should have been caught in this war with- 
out even decent charts for our warships. 

He turried to the shadowy form of a young 
seaman wearing a pair of earphones and an 
intercommunications microphone, standing 
on the after part of the darkened bridge. 

“Tell sonar to be alert for propeller noises," 
he instructed. 

In his mind's eye he could picture Perch 
being silhouetted against the distant glow of 
burning Cavite, an inviting target for a Jap- 
anese submarine should one be lurking in the 
approaches to Manila Bay. He knew he 
could not submerge in the channel lest its 
tricky currents set Perch on the rocks while 
she groped blindly beneath the surface. 

"Challenge to starboard, sir!" It was his 
signal lookout's voice. 

Dave cursed softly. He could understand 
that the harbor defense post on Corregidor 
would want to verify the identity of an un- 
lighted ship in the channel, but he hated the 
need for revealing Perch’s position by flash- 
ing a reply. 

With Limit Point abeam on the port side, 
and dawn an hour away, Dave gave the 
order. The hatch clanged shut behind him. 
In the control room beneath the conning 
tower he could hear the voice of Lieutenant 
Johnny Ryder, his diving officer, calling out 
commands : 

"Flood negative. . . . Down bubble five 
degrees.” Then, “Ease your bubble . . . blow 
negative." 

Johnny Ryder was leveling Perch off. The 
submarine came to level trim with the depth- 
gauge needle pointed exactly at “100.” 

"This is the captain speaking." Through- 
out the ship the crew became silent as Dave 
briefed his men on what they were facing. 
Bluntly he told them that the surface ships 
which had survived the initial onslaught of 
the Japanese were now in full flight south- 
ward where, it was hoped, they might join up 
with British and Dutch units in the vicinity 
of Java to try to hold back the Japanese 
advance. 

"Only the submarines are left in this area," 
he told them. "If we can pick off enough 


Stand by 
to Scuttle Sub 


Continued from page 17 


enemy ships, we may ease the pressure to 
southward and slow down the invasion of the 
Philippines. We can't look for any help. 
We're on our own. Our immediate orders 
are to operate along the east coast of Luzon 
and northward to Formosa. We should have 
some good hunting." 

For a week they patrolled their assigned 
area, catching only distant sight of enemy 
targets too far away and too fast for them 
to attack. Abandoning that unfruitful zone 
Perch stood south through the Strait of For- 
mosa after rounding the north end of that 
island, and took station off the -Kwangtung 
coast of South China. For a while, Dave 
took the prudent course of operating in rela- 
tively deep water where Perch could take 
advantage of her only defense against enemy 
destroyers. But after five profitless days 
cruising along the hundred-fathom curve to 
westward of Vereker Banks he took her into 
the tricky shoaling reaches off the mouth 
of the Pearl River. 


T! was Christmas night. On the calm, 
muddy surface of the South China Sea, 


` Perch cruised at a lazy one-engine speed, 


recharging batteries. Twenty miles away, . 
the glow of lights against a low deck of 
clouds marked the location of Hong Kong, 
which had fallen that day to the Japanese 
Army. 

“Sound reports low-speed propeller noises 
bearing three zero five." The report called up 
from the conning tower broke in on Dave's 
thoughts. 

“All ahead, full,” he ordered. “Come right 
to three zero five.” 

Perch trembled under the vibrating force 
of her four diesels driving her at 17 knots 
toward the as yet unseen target. 

“Battle stations, torpedo!” Dave shouted 
down the conning-tower hatch. 

“Sound reports target now bears three one 
zero.” 

That meant the enemy ship was drawing 
away to the right. Dave promptly ordered 
Perch to come about to heading three two 
five to try to lead the target. Straining 


‘through his night glasses, he picked up the 


faint image of a darkened ship—a deep-laden 
freighter of perhaps 10,000 tons. As he 
watched, the bearing on the target held 
steady. This told him that his selection of 
course three two five had been lucky. They 
were closing on a collision heading. It was 
too dark to use the stadimeter to establish the 
target's distance, and only his seaman's eye 
could judge her course and speed. But for 
that Dave had a ready solution: he would 
close to point-blank range, taking the chance 
of discovery and possible gunfire attack in 
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First Pictures INSIDE THE LIVING BALD SCALP 


Prove Hair Roots Can Be Alive! 


тау actually still be alive beneath 
the skin, lacking only proper stimu- 
lation to again grow hair. Carl 
Brandenfels has 23,467 letters and 
statements (CPA audit) reporting re- 
newed hair growth, lessening of hair 
fall, relief from dandruff scale and 


This is a report of a remarkable 
medical test made to ‘find out why 
many people — even totally bald — 
have been able to grow new hair 
after use of the Brandenfels Home 
Plan of Scalp Applications and Mas- 
sage. It was discovered that even 
though your scalp may be entirely 
smooth, your hair roots (follicles) 


benefits in other scalp ailments. Now 
read оп... 


Biopsies shown came from 
a test group who volun- 
teered with the hope 
their experience would 
benefit other bald peo- 
ple. YOU don't need to 
undergo surgery using 
Brandenfels' Plan. 


1. Surgical Removal n Section of Scalp 
for Microscopic Analysis 


Many individuals, with vorying scalp conditions, volunteered to participate 
in the Brandenfels tests conducted by medical doctors and technicians. One 
phase was removal of a small section of scalp tissue for microscopic analysis. 
The picture above shows the incision after the tissue had been removed. 


2. Scalp Section 
Biopsy section surgically re- 
moved. Since scalp conditions 
of test group varied widely 
these sections provided com- 
parison of normal scalps and 
those not showing normal hair 
growth. . 


3. Unproductive Hair Follicle 


Microscopic examination of tissüe from bald 
area revealed follicle openings clogged with 
sebaceous gum. Also, follicles were noted dis- 
torted from proper form and position. Hair 
was not growing Би! these follicles (hair roots) 
were actually alive beneath the skin! 


4. What This Research Means 
Microscopic analysis of these scalp sections 
proves it's possible for hair roots to be alive 
ye! not growing hoir. 


5. Results Proven: Atter use of the Brandenfels Scalp 
and Hair Applications and Massage under direction of medi- 
cal doctors, many of the test volunteers experienced ar 
increase in hair growth, and other scalp benefits. 


"| have photographed the miracle of hair regrowth” 


"| am Von Smith of St. Helens, Oregon. As the photographer who took pictures of these three men | can verify 

that Roy Smith (no relative), Oiva Wittika and Eldon Beerbower have actually regrown hair, thanks to the 
Brandenfels Home Plan. | have seen how true it is that even on smooth areas it is obvious the roots were still 
alive when new growth followed use of the Brandenfels Plan.” 


Hair regrowth for Roy Smith, ranch- 
er, was so marked after almost 20 
yeors of near-baldness that friends 
could hardly believe whot they saw. 


From complete baldness to light 
fuzz in 8 weeks (picture he s hold- 


Air Force doctors were unable to 
help Oiva Witikka when he lost 
oll his hair, and he was bald when ing), Eldon Beerbower's final re- 
je was discharged. What а change! word was a full head of hoir. 
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Brondenfels 


HOME plon of Scolp Applications 
ond Massage offers real and tangible prospect of 
success in a substantial number of cases although 


as with any remedy, results may vary with indi 
viduals—becouse of systemic differences, general 
health or localized scolp conditions. 


If you have excessively falling hair, a rapidly 
receding hair line, or other unhealthy scalp con- 
dition, DONT WAIT. Send right now for a 
5.weeks supply ond immediately begin use of 
these wonderful formulas and special massage 
method — at home! Only $18. Order from Carl 
Brondenfels, St. Helens, Oregon. 


Nationally advertised for 13 years! 
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SCALP AND HAIR 


APPLICATIONS AND MASSAGE 
Only applications of their kind in the world. 


CARL BRANDENFELS, St. Helens, Oregon AWG-30 
Please send те — т plain wrapper —a 5-week supply of Brandenfels 
Scalp & Ной Applications & Massage with directions for use in my 
own home. 
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order to get so close that errors in estimate 
would not be fatally large. 

“All tubes ready,” Ken Schacht called 
from the conning tower. Schacht was Perch’s 
gunnery and torpedo officer. Dave could 
sense the excitement in his voice as Schacht 
prepared to fire a torpedo in anger for the 
first time in his naval career. 

“Set depth for 12 feet,” Dave directed. 
“Range one one double oh. Stand by.” 

“Gyro angle zero. . . . Range nine double 
oh." 

That would be his final instruction to the 
torpedomen in the forward torpedo room. 
In a matter of seconds they would have the 
gyro guidance mechanism on the torpedoes 
set for a "zero angle" straight shot. 

“Shoot !” 


HARD on the heels of his command, he 

heard Ken Schacht’s confirming report, 
“One away.” In quick succession the remain- 
ing three torpedoes sped on their way. The 
luminous sweep hand on his watch ticked off 
their time of run. The time ran out for num- 
ber one, and no rewarding explosion rent 
the night sky. The Japanese freighter held 
her course and speed, blissfully unaware that 
an American torpedo had passed under her 
keel without exploding. Number two and 
number three ran their fruitless course. When 
the time was within three seconds for number 
four torpedo, a blinding flash lit the sea and 
a thundering shock struck Perch with shat- 
tering force. Through it came the screech of 
flying scraps of steel and the rending of metal 
as shrapnel drove into the conning-tower 
superstructure close to where Dave Hurt 
stood on the bridge. 

Now at last the Japanese freighter changed 
course, putting her stern toward the direction 
of the explosion. Her whistle screamed a call 
for help from patrol units while her radio 
called more distant craft to the scene. The 
three-inch gun on her stern flashed omin- 
ously, sending shells screaming over the 
submarine. 

“Dive! Dive!” Dave ordered. 

Although Perch could make only a maxi- 
mum of ten knots submerged, he wanted to 
get her down until he could determine if 
there were any fast enemy patrol craft in the 
immediate vicinity. At 100 feet, Perch stood 
eastward toward deeper water, almost scrap- 
ing the bottom in her flight with at times a 
bare 20 feet between her and the mud. 

“What happened?” Schacht asked. “I 
know we must have missed on the first three, 
but the fourth went off with a real bang. 
Sounded like it was right on top of us.” 

“It was,” Dave answered. “It ran a circu- 
lar path and headed right back for us. It’s 
just good luck that it exploded prematurely 
or we'd have been blown to bits. That Jap 
maru certainly got off with a cheap thrill." 

"Did the other three do the same thing ?" 
Schacht inquired. 

“T thought I got a glimpse of their wakes 
close aboard the target. My guess is that 
they ran too deep and the magnetic ex- 
ploders didn’t work.” 

Dismissing the matter as something about 
which he could do nothing constructive, Dave 
addressed himself to.the business of getting 
his ship out of danger. “Ask sonar if they 
have any high-speed propeller indications,” 
he directed the talker. 

“Nothing except receding low-speed pro- 


peller noises from the таги,” came the re- 
sponse. 

"Surface," he ordered. 

When Perch came up from her dive, Dave 
put all four diesels on the line and stood east- 
ward at full speed to get clear of the enemy 
search which their abortive attack was cer- 
tain to bring on. He could feel in the silence 
of his crew the sense of depression that he 
shared with them. After weeks of futile pa- 
trolling in the Philippine Sea it was disheart- 
ening to fail in an attack which, by all the 
rules of chance, could not possibly have 
missed. Only the erratic behavior of number 
four torpedo suggested that it was missile 
defect rather than poor attack technique 
which led to fiasco. 

Two hours later Perch slowed to two- 
engine speed and, with one engine on the 
job of charging batteries, began to cruise 
slowly in the shipping lanes approaching 
Hong Kong. The fleet broadcast that night 
carried an encoded message that Admiral 
Hart was departing Manila in the submarine 
Shark to take command of his surface forces 
in the Java Sea. It also advised all U.S. 
naval vessels that only Malacca and Singa- 
pore were still in Allied hands, and that the 
submarine headquarters for the southwest 
Pacific had been established at Darwin, 
Australia. 

With so much of the South China coast 
being closed off, Dave Hurt had to take a 
new look at his ship's fuel supply. Darwin 
was almost 2,000 miles away, and Perch had 
already used up a good portion of her diesel 
supply. He elected to stand south toward 
Singapore to be nearer his base when the 
time came to go there, and at the same time 
prowl hopefully in search of the Japanese 
surface forces deploying southward toward 
the Dutch East Indies. 

The night of December 28 found Perch 
threading her way through the shoal-studded 
coastal waters off Cochin China some 20 
miles to seaward of Saigon. The night was 
clear, starlit, and moonless—a good night for 
submariners who could see the bulk of their 
targets far more readily than could the en- 
emy lookouts spot the low silhouette of the 
undersea boat. Dave paced the bridge rest- 
lessly, trying to will a Japanese into range, 
beset by futile re-examination of the attack 
off Hong Kong. A realist and his own 
severe critic, he realized that only another 
go at an emeny ship would provide real evi- 
dence on which to base conclusions as to 
whether he, his crew, or the torpedoes had 
been at fault. 

"Target on the starboard bow!” 

“Sound reports low-speed propellers bear- 
ing two two five.” 

The lookout’s report, followed immediately 
by confirming sonar contact, established be- 
yond doubt that something lay off there in 
the night. Training out the powerful night 
binoculars of the Target Bearing Transmit- 
ter, he immediately picked up the image of 
a medium-sized freighter. If the ship were 
a neutral, she would be displaying the nor- 
mal running lights. The freighter which he 
studied through the glasses was skulking 
along the shallow coastal waters in total 
darkness. 

“High-speed propeller noises bearing two 
two zero!” 

With that clue from the sonar man, Dave 
now was able to make out the smaller sil- 
houette of a Japanese escort ship. 

“Battle stations, torpedo! Surface!” 


Even if Perch’s periscopes had been good 
enough to sight an enemy at night (which 
they were not), Dave would still have elected 
to make a night surface attack despite the 
threatening presence of the escort. Only thus 
could he hope to follow the tracks of his 
torpedoes and resolve one way or the other 
the questions raised by the Hong Kong fail- 
ure. 

With the cross hairs of the TBT lined up 
on the freighter, he pressed the button which 
transmitted the bearing to the conning tower 
where Ken Schacht would be cranking it 
into his Torpedo Data Computer together 
with information being worked up on the 
plotting board by Beverly Van Buskirk, ex- 
ecutive officer and navigator. 

"Range estimate one five double oh... . 
Stand by to fire bow tubes." 

"Bow tubes ready." 

Tense silence reigned on the bridge and 
throughout the ship. 

"Lookouts below," Dave spoke quietly. 
He would want everything set for a quick 
dive when the escorts turned to attack. He 
was alone on the bridge, his whole mind con- 
centrated on that shadowy bulk growing 
larger by the minute. 

“Range one one double oh. . . . 

. Shoot !" 

The snort of high-pressure air from the 
number one forward tube heralded the de- 
parture of the first torpedo The other three 
followed at precisely timed intervals, their 
wakes clearly visible in the bright starlight. 
After what seemed like endless minutes of 
crawling, the wake of number one inter- 
sected the center line of the target. Silence. 


Stand by. : 


The dull weight of frustration settled on his 
thoughts. He was tempted to turn away from 
the binoculars. 

First, it was a blinding flash that com- 
pletely wiped out his night vision. Then came 


the heavy roar—a distant roar—a roar from 


about range one one double oh. 

"Sound reports violent explosion and 
breaking-up noises," came the elated report 
from the conning tower. Dave didn't even 
notice that numbers three and four torpedoes 
had missed. 

As his vision returned, he could see the 
freighter still making headway, flames from 
her forward section blowing aft to engulf 
her bridge and superstructure. Then he saw 
something else—the forward twin mount of 
the escort ship spurted angry orange flame, 
and two shells raised columns of water a 


. scant 100 yards to starboard, 


“Dive! Dive !—150 feet!” 

Air blubbered out of the vents as he 
slammed the conning-tower hatch shut be- 
hind him. He knew that a depth of 150 feet 
gave him little protection from depth charges. 
But he also knew that in these shoal reaches 
there was at most 160 feet of water. 

They were still on their way down when 
the Japanese warship loosed the first string 
of depth charges. The lethal cylinders fell 
with grim accuracy toward Perch, shaking 
and tossing the submarine so violently that 
navigational instruments and other loose 
gear were sent flying to the deck. 

“All stop,” Dave ordered. “Rig for silent 
running. Keep her negative.” 

With no power on the motors and in a 
state of negative buoyancy, Perch settled 


“ rapidly, then came to rest in the slimy cushion 


of muddy bottom. Bottoming is not a com- 
fortable course of action, because it makes a 
submarine a sitting duck for surface at- 
tackers. But it is the only means of making a 
ship completely silent. 

They could hear the target’s breaking-up 
noises, They could also hear the escort’s 
screws slow as he checked his speed for more 
accurate listening search. The faint chug- 
chug of an auxiliary pump in the enemy’s en- 
gine room punctuated the absolute silence. - 
Then the surface prowler started up at high 
speed. Tautly Perch’s men braced for what 
might be the fatal termination of their 
mission. 

Barroooom! Barroooom! 


THE depth charges came closer, then re- 
ceded. Obviously, the surface stalker was 
dropping a line which this time did not cross 
the silent, mud-clutched submarine. For more 
than an hour Perch remained bottomed. The 
escort had given up after 20 minutes and 
they heard his propeller cavitation recede in 
the direction of the stricken merchant 
steamer. The breaking-up noises continued, 
but it was apparent that the maru was а 
stubborn bird. It would have been nice to 
wait around to confirm their kill, but the 
probability that more enemy ships would 
come out and perhaps renew the search sug- 
gested the prudence of getting out of there. 
*Blow negative, Dave ordered. "Bring 


.her to 60 feet. ГИ try a look through the high 


scope. At least I should be able to see if she's 
still burning." 
With planes trained upward and motors at 
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slow speed for silent running, Perch headed 
seaward, slowly creeping to periscope depth 
of 60 feet. 

“Up scope,” Dave ordered. 

Nothing happened. 

“Up scope!” he repeated impatiently. 

“No use, Captain,” the machinist mate at 
the periscope riser control told him. “The 
scope’s jammed. We have hydraulic pres- 
sure, but it won’t come up.” 

Dave recalled that the enemy’s first string 
of depth charges had included one that shook 
them up quite a bit. Apparently it had bent 
the scope in its track. With no periscope, a 
submarine has limited combat capability. 
Worse than that, operating in enemy waters 
in daylight became a hazardous matter be- 
cause to surface without a preliminary peri- 
scope check of the situation was to ask for 
death. 

Two hours and six miles later, Perch sur- 
faced. Astern of them the bright glow of the 
burning maru had disappeared. Fairly good 
evidence that she had sunk—but not good 
enough to earn Perch credit for afí actual 
sinking. The best they could hope for was an 
assessment of "probably sunk," with the less 
rewarding verdict of “damaged” more likely. 
Submariners who assessed the work of the 
Silent Service were rugged judges of the 
work of their group. 


RUNNING fast on the surface at night, 

threading her way in a dangerous game 
of blindman’s buff during the daylight hours, 
Perch tortuously made her way southward 
through the shallow reaches of the western 
Java Sea, through the Sunda Strait and into 
the Indian Ocean. Once clear of the South 
Java coast, Dave surfaced and made four- 
engine speed to Darwin. In a characteristic 
northwest monsoon rain Perch made a land- 
fall sighting of Charles Point, exchanged 
recognition signals with a Royal Australian 
Navy minesweeper doing guard duty at the 
harbor entrance, and 30 minutes later grate- 
fully tied up alongside the railway jetty. The 
submarine tenders Holland and Isabel had 
not yet arrived, and Canopus was still at 


Manila supporting the dwindling number of 
submarines who made stealthy forays into 
Bataan Peninsula to evacuate American and 
Philippine civilian dignitaries before the 
American forces were compelled to surrender 
to the. Japanese. So Perch's weary crew 


' turned to after a day's rest to repair their 


ship, assisted by willing but untrained me- 
chanics. 

Two weeks later, Perch put to sea with 
orders to patrol off Kendari, Celebes, which 
on January 24 had fallen to the fast-moving 
amphibious forces of the Japanese southern 
striking group. She arrived after the main 
invasion force had completed its mission, 
and found no targets. Amid radio reports of 
bitter surface action in the Molucca and 
Banda seas, Perch always seemed to be at the 
wrong place. Dave Hurt and his crew were 
becoming a bit discouraged at being left out. 
On the night of February 26, Dave turned 
southward to take up a new patrol station in 
the Bali Sea. The nightly intercept of the 
“Fox” broadcast carrying official radio mes- 
sages from Cincpac and Cincasiatic head- 
quarters relayed a series of dismal reports 
of Allied retreats and defeats. The combined 
naval command consisting of American, 
British, Australian, and Dutch units, har- 
assed by poor communications, was no match 
for the closely knit, well-trained, and vic- 
tory-conscious forces of the Japanese Navy. 
With the need so obvious for every Allied 
unit to get in its strikes, Dave felt a mounting 
sense of frustration at the ineffectual record 
of Perch since the day she had slipped out of 
Manila Bay more than two months ago. 

The night of February 25 was clear with 
light air and smooth sea. Off to port the 
900-foot peak on tiny Wangiwangi Island 
showed clearly some 16 miles away. Dave 
Hurt paced restlessly on Perch's narrow 
bridge. Sharing the watch was Van Buskirk; 
scanning this menacing stretch of sea. Be- 
tween them there was a taut silence. 

“Target dead ahead!” 

Dave leaped to the TBT and trained its 
powerful binoculars toward the sighting. The 
two masts and single funnel of a 10,000-ton 


“Darling, this is Miss Sawyers, our new neighbor.” 


freighter showed up with absolute clarity. 

“Propeller noises bearing one eight five,” 
came the report from sonar. 

“Battle stations, surface! All ahead full!” 
Dave called. “Ask sonar for a revolution 
count.” A count of the revolutions of the 
target’s propeller would give a valuable clue 
to her speed and help to make for accurate 
solution of the firing problem. 

“Can’t give a count,” the report came back. 
“There are two sets of noises.” 

Dave searched the horizon again, and saw 
the reason. On the far side of the merchant- 
man, just emerging from its obscuring shape, 
slid a Japanese destroyer escort changing 
course in normal screening pattern to pro- 
tect his convoy. For a moment he thought 
Perch had been sighted as the destroyer 
changed course in their direction. Then the 
warship steadied down in the same heading 
as the maru, manifestly just changing station 
from one bow to the other. 
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The minutes crept by as Perch stealthily 
overtook her prospective victim, growing 
larger as the range shortened. Dave had 
eyes for nothing but the foremast of the 
maru, transfixed on the cross hairs of the 
TBT. 

“Destroyer’s crossing over, sir!” 

“Stand by to fire bow tubes!” 

Almost immediately, Dave’s “Clear the 
bridge!” sent the lookouts scrambling be- 
low. For another tense moment he trained 
the TBT vane on the target and then pressed 
the button to send the final bearing below. 

“Shoot !” 
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THE first torpedo leaped from the bow 

tube. Number two followed in four sec- 
onds. Then number three. In the few seconds 
before the final torpedo was on its way, a 
pair of alert eyes on the bridge of the de- 
stroyer picked up Perch’s low contour. A red 
signal rocket shot skyward, the merchant- 
man frantically changed course to present a 
reduced target area to the oncoming torpe- 
does, and the destroyer heeled over and bore 
down on the submarine. 

“Dive! Dive!” 

The opening salvo from the destroyer’s 
guns screamed overhead as Dave slammed 
the conning-tower hatch ‘shut behind him. 
Perch was clawing for deep water at top 
speed when she shuddered under the impact 
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eted them neatly with his second salvo, It 
told them, too, that they were in for a very 
accurate depth charging because there was 
no room for doubt as to their position at sub- 
mergence. 61 


О Italian 


on how to become 


wen GOVERNMENT HUNTER 
, a Game Warden, Forest Ranger 


TER or 
© E" "J Aid or Assistant Type 
У Positions that 
€ Require Less Formal 
Edusation. 


^ d to ‘office, 
арно counter, ог fac- 
tory machine. DUE 
now, in spare time, for 
outdoor man's dream job 
in Forestry & Wildlife 


facts Plan to ii Get the 


Plan to live the life 


SECURITY — RETIREMENT — 
LOW LIVING COSTS 

tion careers are permanent. 
No layoffs. No worry EHE your pay- 
check. Living costsjare low, too—and a 


Sleep under 
П icy streams 
{ ^" VACATION JO 
Mo experience or preparation needed 
for vacation jobs in Nat'l. Parks & 
Forests. America's vacation wonder- 
fs land. Many accepting Applications 
X now. FREE KLET tells how 
^^ and where to apply. 


North American School of Conservation, Dept. D-625 
1 1038 South La Brea, Los Angeles 19, California 
1 o Please rush FREE facts on Forestry & Wildlife opportunities, FREE booklet 
"Vacations with Pay"- also your FREE "Select-a-Job Chart" details. All postpaid 
jon te me. 


1 wwe == m e. ME 


ZONE. STATE. 


Study Sk. милое, D.C. 
=- m m m m m m ee Н же 


‚Member; Association of Nom 
Èe mm zu m m m mm um 


All types for recordings, 
etc. Booming music 
business needs new ‘song 
writers. Send poems now 
for FREE examination. 


ASCOT MUSIC, INC. • Studio U1 
6021 Sunset Bivd., Hollywood 28, Calif. 


Keep your 
complex. о 
ion free 

o 


a 
ictive instantly. 
Sclentiticatly de 
signed vacu 


Я СЕСЕ ng oF 
Try ^i wot delighted return for re- 
fond: Send Ha plus 10% for postage and handling. 
BALLCO PRODUCTS CO., Dept: 20 
735 E. State Street, Westport, onn. 


MULTIPLE SCLEROSIS 


RESEARCH > CLINICS 


6 2 PATIENT AID 


"Come right to two two five," Dave or- 
dered. Chariging course as she dived de- 
creased the accuracy of the onrushing de- 
stroyer's depth charges. They heard his high- 
speed screws rumble vengefully overhead, 
then waited out the seconds until the first 
depth charge dropped. It actually wasn't so 
bad. Some loose gear was scattered about, 
and Perch pitched sharply under the impact, 
but in the main she fared very well because 
the destroyer had made a significant error 
in depth-setting his charges. With plenty of 
water under them, Dave sent Perch to 250 
feet, rigged for silent running, and prepared 
with his shipmates to ride out the depth- 
charge attack. The attack was short-lived 
and none too accurate. Either the destroyer 
figured his gunfire hit had finished the sub- 
marine or else he decided it was too risky 
to let his merchant ship wander off alone to 
become the victim of another, sea raider pos- 
sibly in the area. 

Two hours and 20 miles from the disap- 
pearing convoy, Dave brought his beaten 
Perch to the surface and surveyed the results 
of the encounter in tight-lipped silence. Dam- 
age to the enemy : zero. At point-blank range, 
the four torpedoes had failed to score a 
single hit. Damage to the Perch: not too 
serious. The watertight trunk housing the 
antenna had been struck by the enemy's 
shell, and the blast had twisted bridge fit- 
tings, throwing the TBT out of line so that 
it would require overhaul at a repair yard 
before it could again be used for tracking 
enemy targets. In the remaining hours of 
darkness, the men of the Perch cleared away 
the wreckage and rigged an emergency an- 
tenna. 

Shortly before dawn, Dave handed the 
radio operator a message to Comsubasiatic 
reporting their enemy contact. 

"Can't get much antenna radiation," the 
operator reported. “I don't know if that mes- 
sage got through." 

"Can you receive on that thing?" Dave 
asked. 

“Yes, sir," he replied. “Darwin and Manila 
are both coming in okay. That’s why I think 
we didn’t. get through. We didn’t get any 
acknowledgment of the message.” 


T first light, Dave took Perch down to 
periscope depth to avoid the probable air 
search which the enemy would send out to 
comb the area of the night’s engagement. 
Four hours of daylight passed without inci- 
dent, and Dave surfaced his ship to enable 
him to clear the area at greater speed. They 
were heading southwestward in the Flores 
Sea when the radio operater handed Dave a 
message. Addressed to all U.S. submarines 
in the Southwest Pacific, it directed them to 
leave their previously assigned stations and 
patrol the north coast of Java to fend off a 
Japanese invasion force. 

In the bright light of a Java moon on the 
night of March 1, Perch’s lookouts sighted 
two Japanese destroyers steaming in column 
on a southerly course. Dave Hurt took her 
down in an emergency dive to 60 feet, then 
trained his periscope on the two enemy war- 
ships. They passed well clear astern and con- 
tinued on course. Dave sent down the peri- 
scope and ordered one-third speed toward the 
area of the expected landing. He could not 
hope to catch the destroyers, but transports 
preparing to disembark troops would be fine 
targets. 

“High-speed propellers approaching !” 


Through the quickly raised scope, Dave 
saw that the enemy destroyers had turned at 
a point about five miles away and were racing 
down toward Perch. 

“Stand by to fire bow tubes !" 

The leading Japanese destroyer slowed for 
the obvious purpose of setting a listening 
watch on his sound gear. In doing so, he 
swung off course, presenting an inviting pro- 
file to the submarine. Gently, Dave brought 
Perch to a firing course and silently closed 
the range. With the outer torpedo tube doors 
open and hands at firing keys awaiting or- 
ders, the range closed almost to a point-blank 
600 yards. 

"High-speed propeller noises approach- 
ing!” 

The quickly: elevated periscope revealed 
the target destroyer bearing down on them at 
top speed. A shot was out ‘of the question. 
Only with the best of luck could they escape 
being rammed. 

“Down scope! Emergency 108 feet !” 

At 100 feet, the first string of depth charges 
walked past them, none close enough to do 
any damage. As they congratulated them- 
selves on escaping that bad situation, Perch’s 
men were thrown from their feet by the 
ship’s suddenly coming to a sliding stop. 

"We've run aground!” Van Buskirk 
yelled. 

The depth gauge pointed to 147 feet. Perch 
was a victim of the old, inaccurate charts 
with which our ships had to operate during 
the early stages of the war. 

“All back full,” Dave Hurt ordered. “Blow 
negative.” 

Perch vibrated heavily as her propellers, 
spinning half-blade deep in the soft silt, 


. vainly sought to pull her free from the suc- 


tion effect of the muddy cradle into which 
she had been driven. With the noise of her 
own frantic efforts to free herself blanking . 
out the sonar gear, the submarine was help- 
less to detect and follow the maneuvering of 
the destroyers above. The same noise pro- 
vided a pinpoint clue for the enemy. 

A familiar, deadly series of explosions, in- 
creasing in violence, heralded the fact that 
the surface attacker was on the trail with his 
depth charges. The shattering roar of a 
depth charge exploding within a few yards 
slammed Perch into a sharp list to port. The 
lights went out, and simultaneously the vi- 
bration of her own propellers abruptly 
stopped. 

“Motor field relays tripped,”* came the re- 
port from the maneuvering room, followed 
by a cheery “We’ll have power in about one 
minute.” 

The dim light of the emergency circuit 
faintly glowed throughout the ship. Silence 
told them that the enemy destroyer was 
maneuvering for another run. 
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Water trickled down from the distorted 
conning-tower hatch. Air bubbled audibly 
from a ruptured high-pressure air tank, send- 
ing to the surface a fixed marker for the 
destroyer to carry on his attack. The rend- 
ing blast had, they knew, almost certainly 
ruptured at least one fuel tank, adding a 
spreading slick to the air bubbles as a sur- 
face point of aim for the enemy. 

“Ready to answer bells on the starboard 
shaft,” came the word from the maneuver- 
ing room. “Port motor grounded.” 

Dave Hurt weighed their situation anew. 
In World War I it had been axiomatic 
among destroyer men that when air and oil 
came to the surface after an attack on a sub- 
marine and the sound gear detected only 
silence, the submarine had been destroyed. 
He hoped that the surface stalkers might 
think the same. 

"Rig silent" Dave ordered. “Cut off all 
auxiliaries.” 


"THROUGHOUT the quiet ship, men 

could hear the sound of the destroyer’s 
propellers gaining in volume as she returned 
to their position. But trained ears, including 
those of Dave Hurt, noted that the beat was 
slower—too slow for a ship which intended 
to drop depth charges. The propellers grew 
nearer, stopped turning, ground in reverse as 
the destroyer checked her way, and then com- 
pletely silenced. 

After an interminable ten minutes, the de- 
stroyer’s propellers began to turn, first at 
moderate and then at high speed. They grew 
dim with distance, then faded altogether. In 
Perch’s hull, gray-faced men found the way 
and reason to smile—to smile in silence lest 
there be a sleeper patrol ship on the surface 
waiting quietly to pounce if the submarine 
should show evidence of life. The trickle of 
water continued from the conning-tower 
hatch, a steady stream flowed in through a 
cracked weld in the air-conditioning supply 
flange. Eventually, the water would rise to 
a level which would short out the power sup- 
ply, and combine with battery acid to fill the 
boat with fatally poisonous chlorine fumes. 
But that was hours away—hours which, if 
lived through in freedom from enemy attack, 
would give Perch a chance to wrest herself 
from the muddy tentacles which held her fast 
to the bottom. 

In the lengthening silence, men’s hearing 
became abnormally acute. The splash of 
water from the leaky hatch sounded like a 
mountain waterfall. 


Two hours crawled by. The dials on the 

bulkhead clock registered three in the 
morning. Sunrise would occur at six. Dave 
realized that if he were going to get to the 
surface he would have to make his play now. 
His men could not survive remaining sub- 
merged throughout the daylight period ahead, 
because the moderate leaks in the hull would 
by that time have raised the water to fatal 
depths. 

He gave his orders quietly: "Battle sta- 
tions, surface!" There were torpedoes in 
both the forward and after tubes. When 
Perch rose, he wanted her in trim to fight 
if the enemy were close aboard. 

“Blow bow buoyancy tank." Lightened for- 
ward, Perch stirred perceptibly, but the soft 
mud into which she had sunk deeper during 
her trial by silence still held her fast. Dave 
knew that his propellers were now deep in 
the mud. It was useless to try their one good 
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motor with the certainty that it would be 
overloaded and perhaps fatally damaged be- 
fore the relays could trip out. 

“Blow the after ballast tanks,” he directed. 

Perch stirred, then abruptly rose sharply 
by the stern. Men and loose equipment 
tumbled forward until they checked against 
compartment bulkheads. Bruises there were, 
but none noticed them in the happy knowl- 
edge that the ship was now certain to break 
free. 

*Flood the after ballast tanks," Dave or- 
dered. As Perch started to settle by the stern, 
he called for full backing power on the star- 
board shaft. Perch shot astern in sudden free- 
dom from the mud. 

It was a sorry spectacle that greeted Hurt 
and his lookouts as they climbed to the 
bridge. Both periscopes were bent at crazy 
angles, their lens-shielding windows smashed 
in: A litter of smashed antenna insulators 
and depth-charge fragments covered the 
deck. The conning-tower fairing was riddled. 

Throughout the ship, men organized into 
repair parties to plug the leaks in the hull 
and restore as much of their power plant as 
could be managed. 

Number one main diesel engine coughed to 
life, roared to high speed, and then ended 
its life in a scream of tortured metal as its 
governors failed. Number four main engine 
clanked helplessly when the starting air was 
turned on, its camshaft a casualty of the 
merciless depth charging. Numbers two and 
three, 50 per cent of a submarine’s normal 
power, were still in operating condition. A 
bit of good news was the report from the 
maneuvering room that the ground in the 
port electric motor had been located and 
corrected. 


ITH one diesel engine on main propul- 

sion and the other hooked up to re- 
charge the batteries at maximum rate, Perch 
hauled southward toward the Java coast in 
search of enemy transports reported to be 
landing invasion troops close to Surabaja. 
Dawn was still two hours away, but Perch 
was not to enjoy an immunity so long. Eight 
miles north of the entrance to Surabaja 


Strait, an enemy destroyer, invisible against 
the background of the Java hills, sighted the 
submarine and was almost on top of it before 
the weary lookouts and damaged sonar gear 
picked her up. 

“Dive! Dive!” 

This time, Dave put Perch aground inten- 
tionally. With her machinery so badly mauled 
in the previous working over, it was useless 
to try to run submerged. She settled gently 
on the bottom at 190 feet, and her tired crew 
settled into silence as their only defense 
against the ordeal ahead. The damaged air 
flask and ruptured fuel tank which had served 
to guide the enemy and later to deceive him 
had been emptied. This time there would be 
no revealing stream of bubbles and oil to 
help the Japanese destroyer. But he didn’t 
need it. He was right on with his first series 
of charges. And he stayed on. 


HE old leaks, poorly plugged in hasty re- 

pair, started up immediately. New ones 
quickly developed. Desperately, Dave Hurt 
brought her up to 20 feet off the bottom and 
drove her ahead at full power while the enemy 
destroyer was turning to start his second 
run. Then Perch silenced her machinery and 
settled once more into the mud. But the 
enemy destroyer was not thrown off the 
track. His next string dealt murderous blows, 
dishing in a section of the pressure hull so 
that water streamed past stretched rivets. 
Two torpedoes, shaken loose in the forward 
tubes, made hot runs, slamming against the 
closed outer doors of the tubes, threatening 
to blow the ship to pieces. 

For five hours the destroyer and others 
called to the scene methodically worked over 
the dying submarine and its men, silently 
sitting out their mind-searing torture 200 feet 
below the surface of the Java Sea. A battery 
cell cracked, spilling its acid into the slosh- 
ing salt water in the bilges. The after battery 
room was sealed off, isolating the men in the 
after part of the ship from those in the con- 
trol room and forward compartments. With 
communications severed, neither part of the 
crew knew how the other fared or what dam- 
age was being done in the rest of the ship. 


“Ethel, who's minding the store?” 


At eight o’clock in the morning, the Japa- 
nese warships steamed away, confident that 
they had disposed of Perch for good. By all 
logical .reasoning they were correct, but 
Perch and her men did not yield to logic. 
Quietly they set about making minimum es- 
sential repairs to restore communications and 
stop the more serious leaks. They worked 
slowly to conserve their dwindling supply of 
air, then settled down to silent inaction, de- 
termined to live out the daylight hours dur- 
ing which it would have been suicide to 
surface for any purpose other than surrender- 
ing. That thought had not occurred to them. 

“Both motors ready to answer bells,” came 
the cheery report from the maneuvering room 
late in the afternoon. : 

By cautiously operating their noisy bilge 
pumps for short periods of time, they kept 
the water level down sufficiently to avoid 
grounding the power cables. The air thick- 
ened. The temperature rose. Moisture con- 
densed on the hull and ran in rivulets down 
the bulkheads. Breathing became labored 
gasping. Eyes watched the clock tick off the 
slow passage of daylight. Minds estimated 
their chances of surviving suffocation until 
nightfall. Somehow, survive they did. 

"Blow the main ballast tanks. Dave 
croaked the order through parched lips. With 
desperate sluggishness, the machinist mate at 
the air manifold opened the valves that let 
in air to the tanks to expel their tons of 
water. But it did not work, because the tank 
vents were too badly twisted to hold air. 
Everyone knew that that effort had danger- 
ously lowered their remaining supply of com- 
pressed air, without which they could not 
restore buoyancy to the ship. 


EACTING to the routine of endless 

peacetime emergency drills, the Perch's 
men methodically closed the emergency vents 
which, if they were still in working order, ` 
would seal the tanks airtight and permit the 
expulsion of their loads of water. There was 
air enough left for one more try. Half-suffo- 
cated, Dave Hurt dragged himself from one 
control to another to check that the vent 
mechanism had been properly operated by 
the exhausted men who handled the levers. 
Desperately he hoped that his own senses 
were not too dulled to catch any error that 
might, have been made. 

“All back full" he gasped through the 
communication line to the maneuvering room. 
There was a moment of silence, then the men 
felt Perch tremble as the propellers churned 
up the slimy bottom. There was a barely 
perceptible sliding motion of the hull, or so 
it seemed to the desperately hopeful men 
trapped in the battered ship. 

“All ahead full,” Dave whispered. “Blow 
ballast tanks.” 

It may have been minutes. It seemed like . 
hours to the men. Perch trembled in violent 
struggle with the mud, then miraculously the 
depth-gauge needle swung across its face 
registering her return to the surface. With 
energy born of restored hope, men climbed 
to their feet and shuffled to their battle sta- 
tions. Eager hands spun the conning-tower 
hatch control wheel and pushed it open to 
admit the life-giving air. Calling on their 
nearly empty batteries for one more effort, 
Dave ordered the blowers set in motion to 
air out the ship. 

It was one o’clock in the morning. 

Three of the four diesels were beyond re- 
pair. The fourth, bouncing crazily on loosened 


hold-down studs, produced enough power to 
give Perch a surface speed of five knots. 
One auxiliary engine dribbled a small but 
steady supply of current into their depleted 
batteries. The steering. engine snapped the 
rudder erratically in unpredictable spurts, so 
they went' to hand steering. Hydraulic power 
to the diving planes could not be restored, 
so they worked them by manpower. The deck 
gun was a twisted mass of metal. But they 
still had six torpedo tubes that could fire. 
Perch prepared to resume her approach to 
the Japanese invasion force. Dave Hurt 
hauled southward toward Surabaja. 


At four o’clock, an hour before daybreak 
on the morning of March 3, Dave decided 
to make a trim dive to test Perch’s capabili- 
ties to descend for attack or escape. Scarcely 
had the main deck gone beneath the surface 
when water poured into the hull. Frantically 
they blew all tanks and cut in every pump 
that would operate. Perch checked her des- 
perate dive at a depth of 80 feet, then re- 
luctantly rose to the surface. When she finally 
poked her bow out of the water, the, engine 
room was flooded up to the base of the gen- 
erators, The stern could not be brought up 
to normal surface trim. z 
The hills on Madura Island loomed clearly 
in the predawn twilight. Her stern dragging, 
but her head proudly in the air, Perch crawled 
toward Surabaja Strait. She was done for. 
She and her crew knew it, for the nearest 
friendly port was almost 700 miles away. 
The nearest friendly ship had already been 
sent to the bottom in the savage and tragic 
battles of Sunda Strait and the Java Sea. A 
few battered surface units were fleeing hope- 
lessly toward the Australia they would never 
see again. Shattered, dying Perch was the 
last Allied ship in the vast reaches of the 
East Indies to advance against the enemy. 

At 4:30, Perch made contact with the 
enemy. Three Japanese destroyers,-patrolling 
off the entrance to Surabaja Strait, wheeled 
and closed in on this twisted apparition of 
a submarine. Perhaps they wondered if what 
they saw could be true. Perhaps, as fighting 
‚men themselves, they marveled and were a 
little proud of the battered enemy that slug- 
gishly turned in a desperate attempt to bring 
her torpedo tubes to bear for a final salvo. 
For some reason, possibly those, they maneu- 
vered about her, easily keeping clear of her 
torpedo tubes. Then one of them sent a lone 
shell whistling past her bow. 

“Man your abandon-ship stations,” Dave 
Hurt ordered. 

Another shell screamed past. 

“Open all sea valves.” 

A salvo straddled Perch as her after main 
deck went beneath the surface. 

“Abandon ship !” 

Dave Hurt and Bev Van Buskirk stepped 
into the sea as the bridge deck sank beneath 
them. 

Her tired batteries and shattered motors 
drove Perch on her last dive under her own 
power. 


(COMMANDER HURT and his entire 

crew were picked up by the Japanese sur- 
face ships that surrounded her in her last 
dive. Their captors treated them well, show- 
ing a sea fighter’s respect for the bravery 
of an opponent. Only when they fell into the 
savage forces ashore in the home islands of 
Japan were they subjected to the torture that 
was to cost the lives of nine of them. ... Ш 


Long Barrel 


SECONDARY ТО KIDNEY IRRITATIO 


If worried by “Bladder Weakness” (Getting Up 
Nights or Bed Wetting, too frequent, burning or 
itching urination), Secondary Backache and Ner- 
vousness, or Strong Smelling, Cloudy Urine, due to 
common Kidney and Bladder Irritations, try CYS- 
TEX for quick help. Safe for young and old. Ask 
druggist for CYSTEX. See how fast you improve. 


FULL OR PART TIME! 


No experience needed to earn Big 
Daily Cash Commission plus pre- 


PT dl 


| SUPERIOR 


Advertising 
BOOK MATCHES 
— 


les 
of other styles. All wanted sizes 20, 
30, 40stick маса Quick dail; 


Mi r Sales Kit makes selling easy. 
WRITE TODAY for full details. 


SUPERIOR MATCH CO. 
Dept 5560 ,1530 $. Greenwood, Chicago 19 


WESTERN HAIN 


USES 4.4 MG. POWDER CHARGE 


This small bore gun shoots .12 cal. lead bullets fired by small 4.4 
mg. powder charge. Not a CO gun! You'll like the handsome 
lines, grip, and balance. Western in style, but patented ball and 
cap action allows this low price. 934" steel barrel cased in knurled 
styrene stock, overall 132”. Develop pistol form, accuracy at a 
fraction of cost of large caliber pistols. Comes with 50 lead bul- 


lets. Satisfacti ranteed. Send $3 to: 
.12 CALIBER HAIG MFG. CO. Box 27-Y, Alhambra, Calif. 


No investment, no experience 
needed. Just show magic cushion 
comfort to friends, neighbors, co- 

ers. Advance commissions to 
$4.00 a pair, plus Cash Bonus, 
Paid Vacation, $25.00 Reward 
Offer. Outstanding values for men, 
women, children. Money back 
guarantee. Shoe samples supplied 
without cost. Write TODAY for FREE 
new 84 page catalog and full details. 


TANNERS SHOE CO., 455 BROCKTON, MASS. 


STATEMENT REQUIRED BY THE ACT OF AUGUST 24, 1912, AS AMENDED BY THE ACTS 
OF MARCH 3, 1933, AND JULY 2, 1946 (Title 39, United States Code, Section 233) SHOW- 
ING THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGEMENT, AND CIRCULATION OF 


ACTION FOR MEN, published bi-monthly at New York, N. Y., for October 1, 1959 


1. The names and addresses of the publisher, editor, managing editor, and business 
managers are: Publisher, Martin Goodman, 655 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y.; 
Editor, Mr. Noah Sarlat, 655 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y.; Managing editor, none; 
Business manager, none. 

2. The owner is: (If owned by a corporation, its name and address must be stated 
and also immediately thereunder the names and addresses of stockholders owning or 
holding 1 percent or more of total amount of stock. If not owned by a corporation, the 
names and addresses of the individual owners must be given. If owned by a partner- 
ship or other unincorporated firm, its name and address, as well as that of each indi- 
vidual member, must be given.) 


Vista Publications, Inc., 655 Madison Ave,. New York, N. Y.; Martin Goodman, 


635 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y.; Jean Goodman, 655 Madison Ave., New York, 


3. The known bondholders, mortgagees, and other security holders owning or holding 
1 percent or more of total amount of bonds, mortgages, or other securities are: (If 
there are none, so state.) None. 

4. Paragraphs 2 and 3 include, in cases where the stockholder or security holder 
appears upon the books of the company as trustee or in any other fiduciary relation, 
the name of the person or corporation for whom such trustee is acting; also the 
statements in the two paragraphs show the affiant’s full knowledge and belief as to the 
circumstances and conditions under which stockholders and security holders who do 
not appear upon the books of the company as trustees, hold stock and securities in a 
capacity other than that of a bona fide owner. 

5. The average number of copies of each issue of this publication sold or distributed, 
through the mails or otherwise, to paid subscribers during the 12 months preceding the 
date shown above was: (This information is required from daily, weekly, semiweekly, 


and triweekly newspapers only.) 
(Signed) MARTIN GOODMAN, Publisher 


Doris Siegler 
Notary Public, State of New York, No. 
24-8990900. Qualified in Kings County. 
Certificate filed in New York County. 
Commission Expires March 30, 1960. 


Sworn to and subscribed before 
me this 1st day of October, 1959. 
(SEAL) 
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Secret 
Circle 
Shape 
keeper 


Pusnes IN 
from here 


Join Frederick's Revolv- 


Pushes UP 
trom here 


3244 FRENCH" LIFT 

Exotic French lift bares for 
true bust beauty. Plush edged 
nylon taffeta acts as sling for 
each bust. leaving you free but 
supported. Perlon (Nylon jer 
sey) back insures neat line 
Pearl White, Siren Black or 
Tomato Red. Sizes 32 to 38B 


cup Only $5 


LEJ #3164 YOUNG STAR 


Sizes 32 to 38D 


п #3905 SHANGHAI SAL 
Girls, get your man in this 
minxish Mandarin marvel of 
naughty Rayon and Acetate 
knit jersey! Glamourous gold 
braid and seductive side slits 
are your personal secret 
weapons. Black or White. Sizes 
32 to 38. $5.88 


#3933 
Whee! Gay little pink elephants 


PINK ELEPHANTS 


This Is 
You! 


#3270 FIGURE FANCY 
Rayon powernet sides, satin 
lastex front panel, broadcloth 
oval insets shape and lift der- 
riere for that youthful rounded 
line. Perfect under pants and 
sheaths. White or Black. Waist 
sizes 23 to 30 in. waist 
$7.99 


Uu... THE LIVING END 


1430 N. CAHUENGA 
HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF. 


п #184 TWIN STARS 
Bikini two-piece terry cloth 
sensation 
adjustable halter 
are shirred at the sides with 
elastic to really fit. Perfect for 
pin-ups, exercise or sun-bath- 
ing. Luscious Lime-Gold or 
White. Sizes 32 to 38. $4.99 


IR 


Я FREE & 


Ў rasurous 36 PAGE x 
X FASHION CATALOG № 
WITH PURCHASE x 


$ n x *- — OR SEND 25¢ FOR X 
* 
* 


PADDED SEAT 


M : 3 
YEAR'S SUBSCRIPTION : 

PADDED *', 2 

HIP & X WITHOUT PURCHASE. 


* 
SEAT 3€ 


Ta dh. d. x 


H #1317 THE HUNTRESS 

One piece elasticized cotton 
knit. Detachable straps take 
on dramatic styling when worn 
as halter. Temptingly Freder- 
ick's priced at a wardrobe- 
wonderful dow. Black, Red 
White or Turquoise. Sizes 32 
to 38 $3.99 


Snug bra *эр has 
Brief pants 


RUSH 


ing Credit Club. Choose Dacron elastic bra that hooks , frolic with twinkling rhine- Frederick's revolutionizes the YOUR dX 
the amount you pay м front. "In-Up" Angle Pads stone eyes on cloud.sheer Girdle with this sensational (NSURE PROMPT DELIVERY! ORDER ` 
each month!...no ser- and rayon satin insets. Contour nylon baby doll and bikini. gives flattest of tummies апі. Be sure to include deposit. TODAY S S 
vice charge for 30 days! Pads. Side feather boning, Satin bows Black White, Lilac. yet pushes up the "living end” 
? Lightly underwired cups give Mint, Red. Sizes 32 to 38. $4. 99 for that feminine natural look! 
43983 BALI Пот Judd. TER n Grand for sportswear and . . >=. 
Bikıni that fits like a beauty = i n sheaths. White. Sizes 23 to 30 no. 8002 
skin's just the way to look ©’ detached. White, Black tn (wo Ei p: inch waist $9.99 те ет] S DETO, 
lovely underneath... wrinkle- Sizes 32 to 34AA, 32 to 36A, Another Frederick s firsti ^ Vaata] 1430 N. CAHUENGA © 1960 
e answer to hundreds 
free on the outside, Stretch Bor C cup cus и Jequests. Miracle under-an- OF HOLLYWOOD HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF. 


nylon with lap side front of 
White. Black, Red 


ounce foam rubber pads fit 


[0] #3961 RONDELAY 


Please send the following styles: (ORDER BY # NUMBER) 


elastic 

Stc into miraculously shaped pock i 
Waist sizes 22 inch 10,30 MOS Е +284 MIDRIFF MADNESS е5 оп hip апа derriere. Feels Pretty pleats run all around to В [sm мо Гоолмит size Tim соков [2na соков] Расе 
п А Frederick's fine-and-fancy real. Knitted nylon Powerflex flatter your curves. Nylon jer- 

#875 LOVELY LACE sheer nylon. Opaque bust and Black or White. Waist sey clings dramatically. Plunge # 
Nylon lace Bikini. Hanky size bikini briefs cover-up under sizes 22 іп. to 30 іп. $12.99 neck, elasticized waist, sheath Ё 
panties are NEW! White Frost — sheer harem pants, bodice and styling and allure. Vampire } 
BC apex Black Peart. 22" to sleeves. Oriental appeal with m Red, Paris Blue, or Black Sizes. g ] 

wais elasticized shoulder. Black. 32 to 38 
2 for $5.88 Each $299 Aqua, Maire or Red. Sizes 32 743220 HIDDEN FLATTERY 22. = | 

to 38. $6.99 This girdle hides a mighty sec- | 

#3052 YOUNG LOVE x ret. Removable foam rubber b 
Perfect sweater bra! Youthful 43971 BRIEFETTE pads give you that rounded ЩЩ 1 D | ENCLOSE PAYMENT (Add 35c Postage) 
support and comfort assured Wrap-around baby doll wraps look . . . special inch-wide #1436 HEAVEN SCENT С seno сор (мо C.0.D.'s without deposit of $1.00 each item) 
by finest satin lastex Sheer you in drama! Plunge and  POWernet, non-roll band cre- The briefest, briefest, briefest № 
nylon marquisette top Spe- halter emphasize sophistica- ates curved line at waist. Cut brief ever styled by the bikini. № Name 
cially designed low back tion. Gorgeous rayon satin high up from thigh to prevent designers! There's a hint it I 
White Sizes 32 to 36A, 32 to with matching bikini's. Black, Showing under the shortest of тау come from Italy. Address. 
388. 34 to 40C сир $3.99 Red suits or shorts. White or Black. Lastex,-Gold. Waist sizes 28 [| n = 

34 to 42D $5.00 Sizes 32 to 38 $5.99 Sizes 23" 10730" waist. $6.99 to 36 inches. $199 § City. Zone. State 


EVERY PENNY REFUNDED IF NOT 100 SATISFIED ! 


For a Successful Career in 
Radio-Television Electronic 


Train at Home 
in Spare Time 
with N. R. дА 


OLDEST «« 
LARGEST 


Home Study Radio-Television School 


Prosperous Fast Growing Industry Offers You 


ENGINEER STATION WHPE 
“Thanks to NRI, I operated a 


successful Radio repair shop. Now 
I am an engineer for WHPE." 
VAN W. WORKMAN, HIGH 
POINT, NORTH CAROLINA 


^ ч QUICK SPARE TIME CASH 

ES "Knew nothing about Radio-TV 
F when I enrolled. After 15 lessons 
| started repairing sets. My future 


= looks bright." DONALD B. 
«i ACKERMAN, MINNEAPOLIS, 
MINNESOTA 


HAS OWN TV BUSINESS 


“Quit my job to do Television 
work full time. I love it and do all | 
right financially." WILLIAM F. 
KLINE, CINCINNATI. OHIO 


Without Extra Charge NRI Sends 
Equipment You Need to 
Get Practical Experience 


Nothing takes the place of 
practical experience. That’s 
why NRI training is Learning» 
by-Doing. With Servicing 
Course you build Radio shown 
at top and other equipment. 
With Communications Course 
you build Transmitters at left 
and other equipment. Catalog 
shows all equipment you get. 


It’s the trained man who gets ahead—gets the 
better job, drives a better car, lives in a better 
home, is respected for what he knows and can 
do. For a job with a future—find out how you 
can train at home for Radio-Television. 


TODAY’S OPPORTUNITY FIELD 


Training PLUS OPPORTUNITY is the ideal 
combination for success. And today’s OPPOR- 
TUNITY field is Radio-Television. Over 125 
million home Radios plus 30 million sets in 
cars, plus 40 million TV sets mean big money 
for trained Technicians. More than 4,000 Radio 
and TV broadcasting stations offer interesting 
and important positions. Color television, port- 
able TV sets, Hi-Fi, assure future growth. Find 
out about NRI. Since 1914—for more than 40 
years—NRI has been training ambitious men 


Available To 


ETERANS 


der G.I. Bills 


y GOOD PAY-BRIGHT FUTURE-SUCCESS 


at home in spare time for Radio-TV. With 
NRI 50-50 method, you study basic principles 
AND learn by practicing with actual equip- 
ment NRI furnishes. You learn with your hands 
and your head. You get dependable training, 
backed up by the reputation of the oldest and 
largest home study Radio-TV school. 


ADD TO YOUR INCOME SOON 
$10-$15 A WEEK IN SPARE TIME 


Soon after enrolling many start earning extra 
money fixing sets. Many open their own full 
time Radio-TV shops after getting NRI Di- 
ploma. MAIL COUPON. Get FREE Sample 
Lesson and 64-page Catalog showing equip- 
ment supplied, outlines of courses, opportuni- 
ties in Radio-TV. Price is low—terms easy. 
Address: NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Dept. 


OEX6 Washington 16, D.C. 


ysis" FREE 


| National Radio Institute 
| Dept. OEX6 Washington 16, D. С. 


Mail me Sample Lesson and 64-Page Catalog 
( FREE. (No salesman will call. Please write plainly.) 
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мамага, МА NATIONAL HOME STUDY COUNCIL 
СЕЕ 


Buick 
Cadillac 
Chevrolet 
Chrysler 
Clipper 
Continental 
De Soto 
Dodge 


Edsel 
Ford 
Hudson 
Imperial 
Jeep 
Lincoln 
Mercury 
Nash 


Oldsmobile 
Packard 
Plymouth 
Pontiac 
Rambler 
Studebaker 
Thunderbird 
Willys 


Thousands now find it | 


Covers every job on every popu- 


generators, transmissions, axles, 
brakes, steering, etc., etc. For FREE 
TRIAL, check box in coupon. 


V Maud. ee me 
a 


pu 


z ..® 


\7 ES, this famous “Auto Repair 

| Man's Bible" has turned thou- 
sands of beginner mechanics into 
experts. Helped thousands of experts 
save time, trouble and money “breez- 
ing thru" the toughest jobs. Now, 
the new edition can put YOU right 
on “top” of practically ANY job on 
ANY car listed — 1952 thru 1959! 


No guess work! No false starts! This 
giant illustrated guide tells you, then 
Shows you, with crystal-clear pictures 
and step-by-step directions — how to 
find the trouble fast — where to start 

- what tools to use .. . how to “wrap 

up" the job “in double- 


quick time! 
“Never knew \ 
anything 1. 
about repair- 
ing cars until ong 
| got this ; 
. Has | Here's everything you 


it | need to know to repair 
5 
time again» | over 1967 car models. Over 
1,100 giant pages, 2,850 
“this-is-how” pictures, 291 
“Quick-Check” charts, 
30,000 essential repair 
specifications, 225,000 serv- 
ice and repair facts. 


All the instructions and 
pictures are so complete, 
so clear that you can’t go 
wrong. That’s because 


—P. Pemper, Wisc, 


TRY BOOK 


MOTOR BOOK DEPT. 


FOR A WHOLE WEEK 


H with order.) 


PAIR 


lar make truck made since 1952, Print Name.. 

including GM, Mack and Cum- i Addi 

mins Diesels. Engines, fuel sys- TOSS. essel n nnne 
tems, ignition systems, starters, ı ci 


tinch to 


Now — Whether You're a Beginner or Expert Mechanic 
You, too, Can "Lick" ANY Auto Repair Job — 
With 2,850 “This-Is-How” Pictures, 225,000 Service and 
Repair FACTS, ABC Factory-Expert Methods 


(Attach to postcard if more convenient) - 


Desk 0345, 250 W. 55th St., New York 19, N. Y. 
Rush to me at once (check box opposite book you want): | 
| MOTOR'S New AUTO REPAIR MANUAL. If O.K., I will remit in 
1 $2 in 7 days, $2 monthly for 2 months and a final payment of 1 
$1.95 (plus 45$ delivery charges) one month after that. Otherwise I will Г 
return the book postpaid in 7 days. (Foreign price, remit $10 cash 


[ | MOTOR'S New TRUCK REPAIR MANUAL. If O.K. I will remit Ш 

$3 in 7 days and $2 monthly for 3 months, plus 45€ delivery charges I] 
with final payment. Otherwise I will return book postpaid in 7 days. Ц 
(Foreign price, remit $11 cash with order.) I 


ty . 

| Check box and save 45¢ shipping charge by enclosing WITH coupon 

| in envelope entire payment of $7.95 for Auto Repair Manual (or $9 
for Truck Repair Manual.) © 


STARTING MOTORS 


PUMPS 


s. 


your hands are guided by the men who ac- 
tually build the cars. For this book brings 
you the time and work-saving methods 
from 176 Official Shop Manuals! 


‚Have been 

amechanic 25 

yrs. Manual 

Here's complete ILLUS- | Still takes me | 
TRATED guidance on Au- | Spots. tts | 
tomatic Transmissions, | s i m p I e 
Air Suspensions, Ignition, f enough to be 
Carburetors, Fuel Pumps, f understood by | 
Steering Gears, Brakes, | Sgp ee рег. | 
Generators, Dist: "wtors, р 

Power Brakes, rower 
Steering, Dash Gauges, 
Voltage Regulators, 
Starter Switches, etc., etc. 
Plus a big Trouble-Shoot- 
ing Section that shows 
how to spot any one of 
2300 car troubles. 


No wonder this guide is — 7V- Lauria, Мем. 
used by the U.S. Armed Forces and hun- 
dreds of thousands of repair men. {i's 
guaranteed to help even a beginner me- 
chanic do a good job. And top-notch me- 
chanics are amazed by the time-saving 
methods it brings them. 


Age 


.Zone....State.... 


7-day return refund privilege applies. 
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